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PREFACE. 



This little volume ia eonfidently offered to the public, 
as a suitable companion for the adult or the juvenile 
claaa of readera, and with the confident hope that tho 
beautiful productions, of which it is compoied, will be 
duly appreciated by every admirer of poliia literature. 
Our poetry is, as yet, almost entirely lyrio in its 
character. Barlow's Columbiad is an exception; but 
that work, though, not aontemptible, is deficient in all 
the properties of a great poem. No one, in these days, 
would think of q^uoting it aa a production honorable 
to out iniant literature The lumbering epic of Dr 
Dw j,l t, though marked with passages of beaotj, 
B } t little better than dull prose, measured oif 
nt different pentameters An obraa obhvio is 
alt dy lis doom There have been other long-winded 
a t mpts in verse, claiming the title of epics, which 
t la n V the part of humanity to forget Our poetical 
history cannot he traced back, with much credit tc 
ourselves, beyond the last war Since that period 
few of our poets have attempted to soar beyond the 
lyric in their efforts 

The '■ liutaneer ■' of Dana, ajid the "Curiosity" 
of Spcague, are works which will be honorably re- 
i while American liteiature survives. Hal- 
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progress of a new poem, and t 
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may not chime ^vith the melody of verse. A good 
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bounded, like the sea, on all sides by a level horizon — 
oor princely and aboonding rivers — our line of aea- 
coest, indented with noble bays, sublime in storm and 
beautiful in calm — aQ these natural characteristics 
cannot be regarded as deficient in the elements of the 
lofUeat poetry. 

The collection of poems here offered to the public 
has no higher pretension than that of being simply a 
specimen of tlie lyrical poetry of our country. Many 
such volumes wonld not contain half of the American 
productions in verse, which are worthy of being 
embraced in such a colleotion. 
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In glanoing over some of Ihe names to the list of 
pieces m the index, we are impressed with the mourn- 
ful consideration, that many o± our pneti, who gave 
ample promise of future escellence, have been pre- 
maturely ttithdiawn from imong us by death Thf 
tend rneta, tlie pathos and beauty of some of Brai 
narda verse, prove that he was a poet of the finest 
mould There art two or three little lyrics bj Finck 
ney which are remarkable for their delicacy ind 
elegance of tliought Drake «as a poet of no mean 
order, and w e are glad to perceive that a collection 
of hia works has recently been pubhehed Miller and 
Rockwell deserve to be freshly remembered Thebe 
votaries ot song passed away to ' the land of silencB 
before they hod attained Uieir prime There are 
many, however, Htill left among us, who also "« ere 
m Arcadia bom We trust that they hare not 
wholly forsaken the pursuit, which olaimed then 
early alfectiaos 
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GEMS OF POETRY. 



The world is full of Poetry— ihe sir 
Is living with its spirit ; and the wavea 
Dance to the mueic of its melodies, 
And sparWe in its brightness. Earth is veiled 
And mantled with its beauty ; and the walls, 
That close the universe with crystal in, 
Are eloquent with voices, that proclaim 
The unseen glories of ImmenHity, 
In harmonies, too perfect, and too high, 
For aught but beings of celestiai mould, 
And spealt to man in one eternal hymn 
ITufeding beauty, and unyielding power. 

The year leads round the aeesonsj in a. choir 
For ever charming, and for ever new ; 
Blending the grand, the beautiful, the gay, 
The mournful, and the tender, in one eti-ain, 
Which steals into the heart, like sounds, that ris 
Far off, in mooidight evenings, on the shore ' 
Of the wide ocean resting after storms ; 



Hostt!.:[jvGoOgIf 



H POETBY. 

Or tones, that wind around &e vaulted roof, 
And pointed arches, and retiring dales 
Of some old, lonely minster, whero thii hand 
Skiiftd, and moved, with passionate love of art. 
Plays o'er the higher keys, and bears aloft 
The peal of bursiing thunder, and then calls 
By mellow touches, from the softer tubes. 
Voices of melting tenderness, that blend 
With pure and gentle musings, till the soul, 
Commingling with the melody, is home. 
Rapt, and dissolved in ecstasy, to Iloaven. 

Tis not the chime and flow of words, that more 

In measured file, and metrical aiTay ; 

T is not the union of returning sounds. 

Nor all the pleasing artifice of rhyme, 

And quantity, and accent, that can give 

This all penradiiig spirit to the ear. 

Or blend it with the movings of tlie soul. 

'T is a mysterious feeling, which combines 

Man with the world around him, in a chain 

Woven of flowers, and dipped in sweetness, till 

He tastes the high communion of his thoug'hts 

With all existences, in earlh and heaven, 

That meet him in the charm of grace and power 

'T is not the noisy babbler, who displays. 

In studied phrase, and ornate epithet. 

And rounded period, poor and vapid thoughts, 

Which peep fi\)m out the cumbrous oi 

That overload tt "' ' 
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THE AMERICAN FLAG. 15 

Are few, but deep and solemn ; and ttey break 
Fresh from the fount of feehng, and'are fiill 
Of all tlint passion, -which, on Cai-mel, fired 
The holj prophet, when his hps were eoals, 
His language winged with terror, as when holts 
Leap ftom the brooding tempest, armed witli wrath, 
Commissioned to affright us, and destroy. 



THE AMERtCAS FLAG. 



Whem Freedom from her n 
Unfurled her standard to the air. 
She tore the azure robe of night. 
And set the stars of glory there ! 
She mingled with its gorgeous dyes 
The milky baldric of the skies, 
And striped its pure, celeaual while 
With streakings of the reioming light , 
Then fl'om his mansion in the sun. 
She called her eagle bearer down. 
And gave into his mighty hand 
The symbol of her chosen land 1 

Majestic monarch of the cloud! 
Who rear's! aloft thy regal form, 
To hear the tempest trumping loud, 
And see the lighming-lances driven, 
When stride the warriorB of the storm. 
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16 THE AMERICAN FLAG 

And roils the thunder-drum of heaven. 
Child of the sun ' to thee 'tis given 
To guard the Danoer of the fee, 
To hover in the sulphur smoke, 
To WBi'd away the battle-stroke. 
And hid its hlendings shine afiu-, 
Like rainbovra on the cloud of war. 
The haibinger of victory! 

Flag of the brave ! Thy folds shall fly, 
The sign of hope and triumph high ! 
When speaks the signal trumpet-tone, 
And the long line comes gleaming on, 
(Ere yet the Lfe-blood, waita and wet, 
Hsa dimmed the glistening bayonet^) 
Each soldier's eye shall hiightly turn 
To where thy meteor glories bum, 
And, as his springirig steps advance, 
Catch war and vengeance from the glance 
And when the cannon-mouthings loud. 
Heave in wild vireaths the batde-shroud, 
And gory sabres rise and fall. 
Like shoots of flame on midnight's pall, — 
There shall thy victor glances glow, 
And cowering foes shall sink beneath 
Kach gallant arm that stiikes below 
That lovely meisenger of death! 

Flag of the seas! on ocean's wave, 
Thy stars shall glitter o'er th« brave, 
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SONG OF MARION'S MEN, 

When death, careering on tbe gale, 
Sweeps darkly round the bellied sail. 
And frighted waves rush wildly back 
Before the broadside's reejmg rack, — 
The dying wanderer of the sea 
Shall look, at once, to heaven and thee, 
And Boiile to see ihy splendors fly. 
In triumph, o'er his closing eye. 

Flag of the ftee heart's only home ! 
By angel hands to valour ^ven, — 
Thy stai-s have lit the welkin dome, 
And all thy hues were bom in heaven ! 
Forever float that standard sheet ! 
Where breathes the ibc that stands before a 
With Freedom's soil beneath our feet, 
And fi-eedom's banner streaming o'er us ! 



SONG OP MARION'S MEN. 

Our band ia few, but true and tried, 

Our leader frank and bold ; 
The British soldier trembles 

When Marion's name is told. 
Our fortress ia the good green wood, 

Our tent the cypreas tree ; 
We know the forest round us, 

As seamen know the sea. 
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,S SONG OF MARIOB'S MEN, 

We know its walls of diomy viiioi, 

Iia gladea of reedy grass, 
Its safe and silent islands 

Within tlie dark morass. 

Wo to the English soldiery 

That little dread us near! 
On them shall Jigbt at midnight, 

A strange and sudden fear : 
When waking to their tents on fire 

They gr^p their arms in vain, 
And they wJio stand to face ua 

Are beat to earth again ; 
And thoy who fly in terror, deem 

A mighty host behind, 
And hear the tramp of thousands 

Upon the hollow wind- 
Then sweet the hour that brings release 

From danger and fl'om toll : 
We talk the battle over, 

And ahare the batdc's spoil. 
The woodland rings with laugh and shout, 

As if a hunt were up. 
And woodland flowers are gathered 

To crown the soldier's cup. 
With merry songs we mock the wind 

That in the pice-top grieves, 
And slumber long and sweetly, 

On beds of oaken leaves. 
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SOKG OF MAiaoN'3 MEN. 

Well knows iho fiiiv and friendly moon 

The band tliat Marion leads — 
The gUlter of their rifles, 

The Bcampering of theu: steeds. 
'Tie life our fiety barhs to guide 

Across the moonUght plains 5 
' T is life to feel the wght wind 

That lifts their tosemg manea, 
A moment in the British camp — 

A moment — and away 
Back to the pathless forest, 

Before the peep of day. 

Grave men there are by broad Samtee, 

Grave men with hoary baira, 
Their hearts are all with Marion, 

For Morion are their prayers. 
And loveliest ladies greet our band, 

With kindliest vrelcomiug, 
With smiles Bke tliose of summer, 

And tears like those of spring. 
For them we wear these trusty fonna, 

And lay them down no more 
Till we have driven the Briton, 

Forever, from our shore. 
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A POET'S DAOGHlliK 

BY F. e. HALIiECK 



'A LABY asks the minstrel's rliyme.' 
A lady aeka ? There was a time 
When, musical ns play-bells' chime 

To wetiricd boy, 
That sound would summon dreams sublime 

Of pride and joy. 

iJut now the spell hath lost its sway 
Life's first-bom fenciea first decay, 
Gone are the plumes and pennons gay 

Of young romance ; 
There linger bat her ruins gray 

And broken lance. 

'This is no world,' bo Hotsptir said. 
For 'tilting lips' and'mairiiucts' made, 
No longer in love's myrtle shade 

My thoughts recline — 
I'm busy in the cotton trade, 

And sugar line. 

" T is youth, 't is beauty asks — the green 
And growing leaves of seventeen 
Are round her; and, half hid, half seeii, 
A violet flower : 
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Blind prion's picture — yet ibr cliis 
We woo the life-loiig bridal Itisa, 
And blend our every hope of blisa 

With her's we love ; 
Her's — who admired a eerpent'e hiss 

In Eden's grove! 

Beauty — the fiiding rainbow's pride. 
Youth — "t was the charm of her who died 
At dawn, and, by her cofiin's side, 

A grandsire stands ; 
Age-Btrengthcned, like ihe oak, storm-tried, 

Ofm 



Youth's coffin— hush the tale it tells ! 
Be silent, memory's ftmeral belle ! 
Lone in my hewt, her home, it dwells, 

Unto]d till death, 
And where the grave-mound greenly swells 

O'er buried fdth. 

' But she who asks has rank and power. 
And treasured gold, and bannered tower, 
A kingdom for her marriage dower, 

Broad seas and lands ; 
Armies her train, a throne her bower, 
A queen commands ! ' 
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aa A POET'S DAUOHTEB. 

A queea? Earth's regal suns have set. 
Where perished Marie Anto'mette ? 
Where's Bordeaux's mother ? wheiij the jet- 

Bkclt Hajtian dame ? 
And Lusitania's coronet? 

And Angouleme ? 

Empires to-day are upside down, 
The castle Itneele before the town, 
The monarch fears a printer's frown, 

A brick-bat's nuige— 
Give me, ia pveference to a crown, 

Five shillings change. 

'Another asks — though first among 
The good, the beautiful, the young, 
The birthright of a spell more strong 

Than these hath brought her ; 
She is your kinswoman in song, 

A poet's daughter ! ' 

A poet's daughter ? Could I chum 
The consanguinity of fame. 
Veins of my intellectual frame. 

Your hlood would glow 
Proudly, to sing that gentlest name 

Of aught below! 

A poet's daughter! Dearer word 
lap hath not spoke, nor listener heard^ 
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TO A BLANK SHEET OF PAPER 
Fit theme for song of bee and bird 



My spirit's wioga arc weak— the fire 

PoQtic cornea but to expire, 

Her name needs not my humble lyre 

To bid it live ; 
She hath already from her sire 

All bard can give. 



TO A BLANK SHEET OP PAPER, 

War visaged thing ! thy virpn leaf 
To me looks more than deadly pate,— 

Unknowing what may stain ihee yet — 
A poem or a tale. 

Wlio can thy unborn meaning scan? 

Can Seer or Sibyl road thee nuw? 
No — seek to trace the iate of man 

Writ on his infent brow. 

Love may light on thy snowy cheek, 
And shake his Eden breathing pluniea, 

Then shalt thou tell how Lelia smiles, 
Or Angelina blooms. 
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Satire may lift hie bearded lance, 

Forestallmg Time's slow moving scyiae, 

And, scattered on thy little field, 
Diajointfid. bards may writho. 

Perchance a vision of the night, 
Some grizzled spech-e, gaunt and thin, 

Or sheeted corpse may stalk along, 
Or skeleton may grin ! 

If It should be in pensive hour, 
Some sori-ow moving theme I try, 

Ah maiden, how thy tears will fiiU, 
For all I doom to die ! 

liut if in merry mood I touch 

Thy leaves, then shall the sight of ihee 
Sow smiles as thick on rosy lips, 

As ripples on the sea. 

The Weekly press shall gladly stoop 
To bind thse up among its sheaves ; 

The Dmly steal thy shining ore, 
To gild its leaden leaves. 

Thou hast no tongue, yet thou const speak. 
Till distant shores shall hear the sound , 
Thou liast no life, yet thou const breathe 
Fresh life on all around. 
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HYMN OF THIS MORAVIAN MUNS 

Thou art the ai-oiift ofjho wise,— 
The noiseless battle-groimd of fiime, 

The sky where halos may be wreatJied 
Arouud the humblest name. 



HYMN OF THE MORAVIAN NUNS. 



In PennBylvaqia.] 

When the dying flame of flay 

Through the chancel shot its ray, 

Far tie glimmeiiiig tapei'S shed 

Faint light on the cowled head, 

And tlio censer burning swung, 

Whei-e before the altar himg, 

That proud banner which, with prayer, 

Had been consecrated there. 
And the nun's sweet hymn was heai'd the while 
Sung low in tlie dim mysterious tdsle. 

Talce thy banner !— may it wave 
Proudly o'er the good and brave, 
When the battle's distant wail 
Breaks the Sabbatli of our vale, 
When file clarion's music thrills 
To the hearts of these lone hills. 
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When the spear in conflict shakes, 
And the sti-ong laiice shiveiing breaks. 

Take thy banner ! — and. beneath 
The war cloud's encircling wreath, 
Guard it till our homes we free — 
Guard it — Gtod will prosper tliee ! 
In the dark and trying hour, 
In the breabiiig.fonli of power, 
In the rush of steeds and men. 
His right hand will shield thee then. 

Talte thy banner ! — but when night 

Closes round the ghastly light, 

If the vanquished wanior bow. 

Spare him !— by our holy vow. 

By our prayera and many tears, 

By the mercy that endears, 

Spare him — he our love hath shared — ■ 

Spai'e him — as thou would'st be spared. 

Take fliy banner ! — and if e'ei- 
Thou should'st press the soldiei''s bier. 
And the muffled drum should beat 
To the tread of moumful feet, 
Then this crimson flag shall be 
Mai-tial cloak and slu'oud for Ihee ! 
And the warrior took that banner proud, 
And it was his martial cloalc and shroud! 
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TO A CITT riGEON. 

Stoop to my window, thou beautiful dove! 
Thy daily visits have touched my love ! 
I watch thy coming, and list the note 
That swells so low in ihy mellow Ihroat, 

And my joy is high, ■ 
To catch the glance of thy gentle eye. 

Why dost thou sit on the heated eaves, 

And forsalce the wood with its freshened Icavee ? 

Wliy dost thou hauat tlie sultry strict, 

When the paths of tlie fbi-est are cool and sweet? 

And canst thou hear 
This noise of people — ihis breezele^ air? 

Thou alone of ihe feathered race, 
Dost look unscared on the human iace ; 
Thou alone, with a wing to flee, 
Doth love with man in liis haunts to be ; 

And the ' gentle dove,' 
Has become a name for trust and love. 

A holy gift is thine, sweet bird ! 
Thou'rt named with childhood's earliest word , 
Thou'rt linked witJi all that is fresh and wild 
In the prisoned thoughts of the city cliild — 

And thy even wings 
Are its brighest image of moving tilings. 
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It is no light ohajice. Thou art set apart 
Wisely by Him wlio tamed thy heart- 
To stir tlie love for the bright and fair, 
That else were sealed in the crowded aii- ; 

I sometimes dream 
Angelic rays from thy pinions stream. 

Come, then, even when daylight leaves 
The page I read, to my humble eaves ; 
And wash thy breast in the hollow spout 
And murmur thy low sweet music out,— 

I hear and see 
Lessons of heaven, sweet bird, in thee ! 



ITALY. 

BY E. D. GRIFFIS. 
Would that thou wert more stiong, at least less ^r ! 

Land of the orange grove and myrtle borter! 
To hail whose strand, to breathe whose genial aff, 

Isblisstoall who feel of blisB the power. 
To look upon whose mountains in the hour 

When thy sun sinks m glory, and a veil 
Of purple flows around them, would restore 

The sense of beauty, when all else might fml. 

Would that thou weit more strong, at least less fair 

Parent of fhiita, alas! no more of men! 
Where sprmgs the olive e'en from mountiuns bare, 
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The yellow harvest loads the scarce tilled plain, 
Spontaneous shoote the Tine, in ricli festoon 

From tree to tree depending, and the flowers 
Wreathe wldi then' chaplels, sweet though ftiduig 

E'en faUen columns, and decaying towers. 

Would that ihou wert more strong, at least less fiur, 

Home of the beautiful, but not the hrave ! 
Where noble form, boljl outline, princely air, 
e peasant and the slave ; 
iB sprung fl'om ocean's wave, 
■s boast immoi^ gi'ace, 

IS which pailial nature gave, 
r fashion's vain grimace. 

Would that thou wert more strong, at least less fiur 

Thou nurse of every art, save one alone. 
The art of self-defiance! Thy fostering care 

Brings out a nobler life from senseless stone. 
And bida e'en canvass speak ; thy magic tone, 

Infiised in music, now constiains the soul 
With tears the power of melody to own. 

And now with passionate thi'obs that spurn 
control. 

Would that thou wert less feir, at least more strong, 
Gi-ave of the mighty dead, the living mean ! 

Can nothing rouse ye bpth ? no tyi-ant's wrong, 

No memory of the brave, of what has been ? 

3" 
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Yon broken arch once spolte of triumph, then 

That mouldering wall too spoke of brave defence- 
Shades of departed heroes, rise again! 

Italians, rise, and thrust the oppressors hence 

Oh, Italy ! my country, fare thee well ! 

For art iJiou not my uouutry, at whose brenat 
Were nurtined those whose thoughts withia me 

The lathers of my mind ! whose fame imp'est, 
E'en on my mfiint fancy, bade it rest 

With patriot fondness on tliy hills and si 
Ere yet thou didst receive me as a guest. 

Lovelier than I had seen thee in my d 

Then fere thee well, my country, loved and IcBst 

Too early lost, alas ! when once so dear ; 
I turn in sorrow from thy glorious coast. 

And urge the feet forbid to linger here. 
But must I rove by Amo'a current clear. 

And hear the rusSi of Tiber'ri yellow flood. 
And wander on the mount, now waste and drear, 

Where Cieaar's palace in its glory stood ; 

And see again Parthenope's loved bay. 

And Pfestum's shrines, and Baia's classic sliorc, 

And mount the bark, and listen to the lay 

That floats by night through Venice— never more ? 

Far off I eccni lo hear the Atlantic roar — 
Tt washes not oiu- feet, that envious sea. 
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But waits, ■witli outstretched arms, to waft me o'er 
To other lands, lai", fiir, alas, from thee. 

Fare, fare thee weE once more, I love ihee not 

As other tilings inauimate. Thou art 
Tlie cherished misti-ess of my youth; forgot 

Thoii never canst be while I have a heort. 
Launched on those waters, wild with storm and 
wind, 

I know not, ask not, what may be my lot ; 
For, torn from then, no fear can touch my mind, 

Bi-ooding in gloom on that one bitter thought. 



BURNS. 
BT F. S. HALLECK. 

Wild rose of Alloway ! my thanks— 
Thou muidst me of that autumn uoon, 

When first we met upon ' the hanks 
And braes o' Bonny Doon.' 

Like thine, beneath the thom-trec's bough, 
My sunny hour w^ glad and briei; 

We've crossed the winter sea, and thou 
An withered,— flower and leat; 
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And w ill not thy death-doom be mine, — 
The doom of all tilings 'wrought of clay, — 

And withered my life's leaf like thine, 
Wild I'ose of Alloway ? 

Not ao his memory, for whose sake 
My hoBoai bore thee far and long. 

His — who a humbler flower could make 
Immortal as his song. 

The memory of Burns — a name 

That calls, when brimmed her festal cnp 

A nntion's glory, and her shame, 
In silent sadness up. 

A nation's glory — he the rest 

Forgot — she 's canonized his mind, 

And it is joy to Bpcair the best 
Wc may of htunan kind. 

I've stood beside the cottage bed 

Where the Bard-peasant first drew breath, 
A straw-thatched roof above his head, 

A straw-wrought couoh beneath. 

And I have stood beside the pile, 
His monument— that tells to Heaven 

The homage of earth's proudest isle 
To that Bard-peasant given ! 
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Bid thy thoughts hover o'er that spot, 
Boy-Miiistiel, ia thy dreaming hour, — 

And know, however low his lot, 
A Poet'a pride and power 

The pride that lifted Bums &om earth, 
The power that gave a child of song 

Ascendency o'er rank and huth, 
The rich, the brave, the strong . 

And if despondency weigh dowii 
Thy spirit's fluttering pinions then. 

The roU o " 



There have been loftier themes than his, 
And longer BcroHs, aad louder lyres, 

And lays lit up with Poesy's 
Purer and holier fires. 

Yet read the names that know not death, — 
Few noMer ones than Burns are there, 

And few have won a greener wreath 
Than tliaC which binds his hmr. 

His is that language of the lieait. 

In which tJie answering heart would spei 

Thought, word, tJiat bids die wai-m tear stail 
Or the smile light tlie cheek ; 
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Alii his, that music, to whose tone 
■The common pulse of man keeps time, 

la cot or caatle's mirth or moan, 
In cold or sunny clime. 

And who hath heard liis song, nor knelt 
Before its spell with willing knee, 

And listened, and believed, and felt 
The Poet's moatei'y. 

O'er the mind's sea, in calm and storm. 
O'er tlie heart's sunshine, and its phowers, 

O'er Passion's momenta, bright and warm. 
O'er Reason's dark, cold hours ; 

On fields where brave men ' die or do, ' 
III halls where rings the banquet's mirth, 

Where mourners weep, wkere lovers won 
From throne to cottage hearth ? 

What sweet tears dim the eyes unshed, 
What wild vowB falter on the tongue, 

When ' Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled,' 
Or ' Auld lang Sync ' is sung I 

Pure hopes, that lift the soul above. 
Come with bis Cotter's hymn of praise, 

And dreams of youth, and truth, and love, 
With ' Logan's, banks and braes .' 
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And wuen lie breathes his master-lay 
Of AUoway's witoh-liaimtcd wall, 

All passioiia in our frames of clay 
Come tlironging at his call ; 

Ima^nation'e world of air, 

And our own world, its gloom and glee, 
Wit, pathos, poetiy, are there, 

And death's sublimity. 

And Bums— diough brief the race he ran, 
Though rough and dark the path he trod, 

Lived— died — in form and soul a Man, 
The image of his God. 

Through care, and pain, and want, ancS wo, 
With wounds that only death could Ileal, 

Tortures — the poor alone can know, 
The proud alone can feel j 

He kept his honesty and truth. 
His independent tongue and pen, 

And moved, in manhood and in youth. 
Pride of his fellow men. 

Strong sense, deep feeling, passions strong, 

A hots of tyrant and ofknave, 
A love of right, a Bcom of wrong, 

Of coward, and of slave; 
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A kind, true heon, a spirit high, 

That could not fear, and would not bow 

Were written in his jnacly eye. 
And on his moidy brow. 

Praise to the bai'd ! — his words are driven, 
Lilte flower-seeds by the fei- winds sown, 

Where'er, boneath the sky of heaven, 
Tiie birds of fiiliic have flown. 

Praise to the man ! a nation stood 
Beside his coffin with wet eyes, 

Her brave, her lieainiful, her good, 
As when a loved one dies. 

And still, as on his flineral day. 
Men stand his cold earth-couch wound, 

With the mute homage that we pay 
To consecrated ground. 

And consecrated ground it is. 

The last, the hallowed home of one 

Who lives upon all memories. 
Though with the buried gone. 

Such gj'aves aa his are pilgrim-shrines 
Shrines to no code or croort confined, — 

The Delphian vales, the Palcsdnes, 
The MeccaB of the ramd. 
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Sages, with Wisdom's garlaiul wreatlied. 
Crowned kings, and miii-ed priests of power, 

And wairiors witli their briglit swords slieathed 
The mightiest of tSie hour ; 

And lowher names, whoso hwmWe home 

la lit by Fortune's dimmer star, 
Arc there — o'er wave and moimtaiii come, 

From countries near and far ; 



Pilgrims, whose wandericg feet have prest 
Tlie Switzer's snow, the Arab's sand, 

Or U-od the piled leaves of the West, 
My own green fora*t-land. 

All ask the cottage of his birth. 

Gaze on the scenes he loved and sung. 

And gathei- feelings not of eartli 
His fields and streams among. 

They linger by the Doon's low trees, 
And pastoral NitJi, and wooded Ayr, 

And i-ound thy aepulohi-es, DuaiiHes ! 
The Poet's tomb is there : 

But what to them the scnlptor's arf. 

His funeral columns, wreailis, and urns? 

Wear they not graven on the heart 
The name of Robert Bums? 
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Wheh from the sacred garden driven, 
Man fled before his Makei-'s wrath, 
Aa Angel left her place ia heaven, 
And crossed the vpaaderer's siialesa path. 
'T was Alt ! sweet Art ! now radiance broite, 
Whero her light foot flew o'er the ground, 
And thus with soi-aph voice she spoke, 
'The Curse a Blessing alioli be found.' 

She led him througli the trackless wild, 
Where noontide sunbeam never blazed ■(- 
The thistle ehrnnk — the harvest smiled, 
And nature gladdened as she gazed. 
Eai'th's thousand tribes of living things, 
At Art's command to him are given, 
The village grows, the city springs, 
And point their spires of failli to heaven. 

He rends the oak — and bids it ride. 
To guard the shores its beauty graced ; 
He smites the rock — upheaved in pride, 
See towers of strength and domes of tastfl. 
Earth's teeming caves their wealth reveal, 
Fire bears his banner on the wave, 
He bids the mortal poison heal, 
And leaps triumphant o'er the grave. 
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He plucks the peai-ls that etud ihe deep, 
Aflmiriug Beauty's lap lo fill ; 
He breaki the stubborn inai-hle's sleep, 
And mocks his own Creator's skill. 
With Ihoughta that fil! his glowing soul, 
He bids the ore' illume tlic page, 
And proudly scorning time's control, 
Commerces with an unborn age. 

In fields of air he wi-ites Wa-name, 
And treads Ihe chambers of the sky, 
He reads the slars, and grasps the flame 
That quivers round liie Throne on bigb 
In war i-enowned, in peace sublime. 
He moves in gi-eatness and in grace ; 
His power subduing space and time, 
Links realm to realm, and race to race. 



SUMMER WIND. 

It is a sultry day ; the sun has drank 
The dew that lay upon tlie morning grass; 
There is no rustling in tlie lofty elm 
That canopies my dwelling, and its shade 
Scarce cools me. All is silent, save the &iiit 
And interrupted murmur of the bee, 
Settling ou the sick flowers, and then again 
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Instantly on the wing. The plants ai'oimd 
Feel tlie too potent fervora ; the tall maize 
Roils up its long gi'een leaves ; the clover droops 
Its tender foliage, and declines its hlooma. 
But fiu' in the fierce sunshine tower iJie hills, 
With nil their growth of woods, silent and steni, 
As if the scorching lieiU sad dazzjjng light 
Were but an element they loved. Bright clouds, 
Motionless pillars of the brazen heaven, — 
Their bases on the mounttuns — their white tops 
Shining in the &r ether — fire the air 
With a reflected radiance, and make turn 
Tlie gazer's eye away. For me, I lie 
Languidly in the shade, w^here the thick lurC, 
Tet vu'gin from the Idssee of the sun, 
KetEuns some ireshness, and I woo the wind 
That still delays its coming. Why so alow, 
Gentle and voluble spirit of the air? 
Oh, come and hreatho upon the ftdnting earth 
Coolne^ and life. Is it that in his caves 
He hears me ? See, on yonder woody ridge, 
The pine ia bending his proud top, and now. 
Among the nearer groves, chestnut and oak 
Are tosang tlieir green boughs about. He comes! 
Lo, where the grassy meadow nms in waves ! 
The deep distressful silence of tlie scene 
Breaks up with mingling of mmumbered sounds 
And universal motion. He is come. 
Shaking a shower of blossoms from the shrubs, 
And bearing on then- ft'agi-ance ; and he brings 
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Music of birds, and rustling of young boughs, 
Anil sound of swaying Lranchea, and tlie voic 
Of diatEOt walci'fallB. All the green herhs 
Are stirring ui his breath ; a thousand flower 
By the road-side and borders of the brook, 
Nod gaily to each otlicr ; glossy leaves 
Are twinkling iii the sun, as if the dew 
Were on them yet, and silver waters break 
Into small waves and spai'kle as he comes. 



"OLD IRONSIDES," 



Ay ! pull her tattered eiisigu down, 

Long has it waved on high, 
And many a heart has danced to see 

That banner in the slty ; 
Beneath it rung the battle shout. 

And burst the cannon's roar — 
The meteor of the ocean air 

Shall sweep the clouds no more. 

Her deck, once red wth heroes' blood, 
Wliere kiielt the vanquished ibe, 

When winds were hurrying o'or the flood 
And waves wore white below. 
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No more shall feci tlie conqueror's treail 
Or know the coaquered knee ; 

The harpies of die shore shall pluck 
The eagle of the sea! 

Oh better that her shattered hulk 

Should sink beneath ike wiive; 
Her thundcfa sliook the mighty deep 

And there Bhould be her gi'aYe. 
Nwl to tlio mast her holy flag, 

Set every threadbare sail, 
And give her to the god of storms— 

The lightning and the gale ! 



THE SEA-BIRD'S SONG. 



On the deep is the mariner's danger, 

On the deep is the niaruier's death ; 
Who to fear of the tempest a sti-anger, 
Sees the last bubble burst of his breath ? 
'Tia the sea-bird, sea-bird, eea-blrd, 

Lone looker on despEur, 
The sea-bird, sea-bu'd, sea-bird, 
The only witness tliero. 
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Who watches their courEB who so mildly, 
Career to tiic kiaa of the breeze ? 

Who lists to their shrieks, who so wildly 
Are clasped in the arms of the seas ! 

T is the sea-bird, sea-bird, eea-bii-d, &c. 

Wlio hovers on high o'er the lover, 
And her who has clung to his neck ? 

Whose wing is the wing that can cover, 
Witli its shadows the foundering wi'eck ? 
'T is the sea-bird, sea-bird, sea-bird, &c. 

My eye is the light of the billow. 

My wing on. the wake of tho wave-— 

I shall take to mybi'east — for a pillow — 
The shroud of the fair and the brave— 

r m the sea-bird, sea-bird, sea-bird, &c. 

My foot on the ice-berg has lighted 

When hoarse the wild winds veer about, 
My eye when the bark is benighted 

Sees (he lamp of the light-house go out, 
I'mtlie sea-bird, sea-bird, sea-bird, 

Lone looker on despair, 
The sea-bu-d, sea-b^d, sea-bird, 
The only witness tliere. 
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THE EUCfLE 



THE BUGLE. 

CREMVILLB MKLLEK. 



£0^ nf iKn Lakt 

Ob! wild enchanting horn! 
Whose music up the deep niid dewy air 
Swells to the clouds, ond calls on Echo there, 

Till a new melody is bora — 

Wake, wake again, the night 
Is bending from her thi-oae of beauty down, 
With still stars burning on her azure crown, 

Intense, and eloquently bright. 

Night, at its pulseless noon ! 
When tlie far voice of waters mourns in song, 
And some tired watch-dog, laaily and long, 

Barks at tlie melancholy moon. 

Hark ! how it sweeps away, 
Soaring and dying 00 the silent sky, 
As if some sprite of sound went wandering by, 

With lone hidloo and roundelay ! 
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Swell, swell in gloiy out ! 
Thy tones come pouring on my leaping heai't, 
And my stirred spirit hears thee with a start 

As boyhood's old remembered sliout. 

Oh ! have ye heard that peal, 
From sleeping city's moon-bathed battlements, 
Or from the guai'ded field and warrior tents. 

Like some near breath around you steal ? 

Or have ye in the roar 
Of sea, or storm, or battle, heard it rise, 
Shriller than eagle's clamor, to the skies, 

Wliere wings and tempests never soar ? 

Go, go — no other sound, , 
No music that of air or earth is bom, 
Can match the mighty music of tiiat horn, 

On midnight's fathomless profound ! 



THANATOFSiS. 

To him who in the love of nature holds 
Communion with her visible forms, she epi 
A various language ; for his gayer hours 
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile 
And eloquence of beauty, and she glides 
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Into Lis darker musings, with a mild 

And gentle sympatliy, that steals away 

Their sharpnoas, vre he is aware. WJieu thoughts 

Of the laat bitter hour come like a blight 

Over thy spirit, and sad images 

Of the stem agoay, anil shroud, and pall. 

And breatldesa darkness, and the narrow house. 

Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart ; — 

Go forth, under the open sky, and list 

To Natme's teachings, whUe &om all around — 

Earth and her waters, and the depths of air, — 

Comes a still voice — Yet a few days, and Ihee 

The all-beholding sun shall see no more 

In all his course ; nor yet in ihe cold ground, 

Where thy pale foim was laid, with many tears, 

Nor in the embrace of ocean shall exist 

Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim 

Thy growth, to he resolved to earth again ; 

And, lost each human ti-ace, surrendering up 

Thine individual being, shalt thou go 

To mix forever with the elements, 

To he a brother to the insensible rock 

And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain 

Turns with his share, and treads upon. The oak 

Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy mould. 

Yet not to thy eternal resting place 

Shalt thou retire alone — nor couldst thou wish 

Couch more magnificent. Thou shalt lie down 

With pati'iarchs of the iufant world— with kings 

The powerful of the earth the wise, tire good, 
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Fair forms, and hoary seers of ages past. 

All in one miglity sepulchre. — The hills 

Rock-ribbed and ancient as the sun, — tiie vales 

Stretching in pensive quietness between ; 

The venerable woods — rivers that move 

In majesty, and the compiaining brooks 

That make the meadows green; and poured round 

all, 
Old ocean's gray and melancholy waste, — 
Are but the eolemn decorations all 
Of the great tomb of man. The golden sun, 
The planets, all tlie infinite host of heaven, 
Are shining on the sad abodes of rteath, 
Through the still laj^e of ages. All that tread 
The globe are but a handful to tho ti'ibes 
That slumber in its bosom. — Take the vrings 
Of morning — and tbe Barcan desert pierce, 
Or lose thyself in the continuous woods 
Where rolls the Oregan, and hears no sound. 
Save his own dashing — yet— the dead are there. 
And mil] ions in those solitudes, since fii-st 
The flight of years began, have laid them down 
In their last sleep — the dead reign there alone. 
So shalt thou rest — and what if thou shalt fell 
Unheeded by the living — and no friend 
Take note of thy departure ? All that breathe 
Will share thy destiny. The gay will laugh 
When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care 
Plod on, and each one as before will chase 
His favorite phantflm ; yet all these shaD leave 
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Their mirth and iheir employments, anil shall come, 
And make their bed with tliee. As the long train 
Of agea glide away, Tie sons of men. 
The youth iii life's green spring, and he who goes 
In tbe full strength of yeai's, matron, and mtdd, 
And the sweet babe, and the gray-headed mao,— 
Shall one by one be gatherered to thy side, 
By those, who in iheir turn shall follow them. 
So live, that when thy summons comea to join 
The innumerable cai-avan, that moves 
To that mysterious realm, where each Ehall take 
Ilis chamber in the silent halls of death. 
Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night. 
Scourged to his duugeon, but sustained and soothed 
By ail un&ltering trust, approach thy grave. 
Like one who vrrapa the drapery of his couch 
About him, and lies down to pleasant -dreams. 



SUNSHINE AND STORM. 

Look upon those clouds that lie 
Pillowed on the fer-off sky, 
So resplendent atid serene, 
That they hai-dly dim its sheou ; 
Look itpoa the sparkling deep, 
Where the golden sunbeams sleep. 
And across the waters bright 
Braid their quivering lines of light. 
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Yet the spirit of tte stojin 
Masks his elenientai form 
Underneath, this silent rest, 
Wliich is over natui'e'a breast : 
And a day may hai'dly pass 
'Ere a dark and heavy mass 
Will beneath the suashiae spread, 
Like a canopy of lead. 

And the shrieking gale will fiy 
Trailing vapors through the sky ; 
And the waves will crowd and roar 
To the rock-engirdled shore, 
And the rustling forest swing 
To the tempest's naigMy wing. 
And the ocean, and the land, 
Feel the fury of his hand. 

is not this alternate stj'ife 
Like the changes of our life ? 
And may not the storm arise 
In the quiet of our skies, 
And the folds of darlcness roil 
O'er the radiance of the soul, 
And the gladness of the heart 
Like & flash of light depart ?- 

Far above the shifling clouds. 
Nought the perfect lustre shroud^ 
Anii the sheeting sunlight there 
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THE BANKER OF MURAT. 

Fills the blue untroubled airj 
So when we may once be clear 
From the mists around us here — 
Shadows irom the realms of night 
Will not cross our path of light. 



THE BANNER OF MURAT 



'Thou, of Iho snow wliito plume ! '—Biro"- 

Foremost among the first. 

And bravest of the brave 1 
Where'er the battle's farj burst, 

Or rolled its purple wave — 
There flashed his glance like a meteor, 

As ho charged the foe aftr ; 
And the snowy plume tha.t his helmet ho: 

Was the banner of Murat ! 

Mingler on many a field. 

Where rung wild victory's peal ! 
That fearless spirit was like a shield — 

A panoply of steel ; 
For veiy joy in a glorious name, 

He rushed where danger stood ; 
And that banner-phime like a winged flai 

Streamed o'er the field of blood ! 
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TO THE ICE MOOSTAIN. 51 

Hia followers loved to gazo 

On his form, with a fierce delight. 
As It towered above the battle's blaze — 

A pillar 'midst the fight : 
And eyes looked up, eie they closed ia death, 

Through tlie thick and sulphury air — 
And lips shrieked out with their parciog breath, 

' The lily plume is there ! ' 

A cloud is o'er him now-— 

For the peril hour hath come — 
And he stands with his high unshaded brow, 

On the fearfiil spot of doom : 
Away ! no screen for a soldier's eye^ 

No fear his bouI appolB i 
A rattJing peal — ^nd a shuddering cry — 

And bannerless he falls ! 



TO THE ICE MOUNTAIN. 



GnivE of waters go 
Jewel, dazzling all t 
'Father of the silver 
Wandering on 
Sleeping nnd the wavy 
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Sailing mid tlie angry Etorm, 
Ploughing ocean's oozy floor, 
Piling to llio clouds thy form ! 

Wandering monument of rain. 
Prisoned by the sullen north ! 
But to melt thy hated chain, 
Is it that thou comest forth ? 
Wend thee to the sunny south, 
To the glassy summer sea, 
And the breathings of her mouth 
Shall unuhain and gladden thee ! 

Itoamer in the hidden path, 
'Neath the green and clouded wave ! 
Trampling in thy reckless wrath. 
On the lost, but cherished brave ; 
Pai-ting love's death-linked embrace 
Crushing beauty's skeleton- 
Toll us what the hidden race 
With our mourned lost have done ! 

Floating ship, who m the sun 
An an icy coronal ; 
And hcnoath the viewless dun, 
'Throw'st o'er barks a wavy pall ; 
Shining Death upon the sea ! 
Wend thee to the southern mwn; 
Bend to God thy melting knee ! 
Minglo with the wave again ! 
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THE LAST PROPHECY OP CASSANDRA. 

The Sim is falling in the skies, 

And evening shades are gathering fast ; 
Fair city, ere tliat sun shall rise, 

Thy night hatli come^ — thy day is past ! 

Ye know not — but tho hour Is nigh j 
Ye will not heed tho warning breath j 

No vision strikes your clouded eye, 
To break the sleep that wakes in death. 

Go, age, and let thy withered cheek 
Be wet once more with freezing tears ; 

And bid thy trembling sorrow speak, 
In accenjs of departed years. 

Go, child, and pour thy sinless prayer 

Before the everlasting throne ; 
And he who sits in glory there 

May stoop to hear thy silver tone. 

Go. warrior, in thy glittering steel, 
And bow thee at the altar's side , 

And bid thy frowning gods reveal 
The doom their mj 
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54 THE lAST PKOFKEOY OF CASSANDRA. 

Go, maiden, in thy flowing veil, 
And bare thy brow, and bend thy knee ; 

When the last hojies of mercj' fail, 
Thy God may yet remember Ihee. 

Go, aa thou went in happier hours, 
And lay thine incense on (he shrine ; 

And greener leaves, and fairer flowers, 
Around the aacred image twine. 

1 saw them rise — the htu"ied dead — 
From marble tomb and grassy mound : 

I heard the spirits' prinElesB tread. 
And ToiceB not of eartJiIy Bound. 

I looked upon the rjuivering stream, 

And ita cold wave was bright widi flame ; 

And wild, as from a fearful droam. 
The wasted forms of battle came. 

Ye will not hear — ye will not Itnow- - 

Ye scorn ihe maniac's idle song ; 
Ye care not ! but the voice of wo 
Shall thunder loud, and echo long. 

Blood shall he in your marble halls. 

And spears shall glance, and fire shall ^o« 

Ruin shall sit upon your walls, 
Hut ye shall lie in death below. 
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DEATH. 

Ay, none shall live— to hear the storm 
Around their blackened pillai's sweep : 

To shudder at the reptile's form, 

Ov scai'e the wild bird from her sleep. 

CoUe^an 



Poor not the voice of gilef 

Above the sable bier 1 
The wcaiy spirit finds relief 

In some more hallowed sphere. 
What recka it that the lip 

Hath lost ita thrilling hue- 
Untainted was their fellowship 

Aa blushing rose and dew. 
And now — too soon a creeping thing, 
Will, like a leech, there feed and cling! 

Yet weep not for the dead 

Who eai'ly pass away, 
Ere hope and joy and youth have fled, 

Ere wo has wrought decay! 
Better to die in youth 

When life is green and bright, 
Thun when the heai'C has lost its truth 
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In age and sorrow's night — 
Then woes and years around us throng, 
Aiid death's chill gi'BSp is on us loiig. 

Life is n rifled flower 

When love's pure visions fade — 
A hrokcn epell — a faded hour — 

An echo — and a shade ! 
The j^ioet's tliirst for ftjne, 

And siren beauty's kiss, 
Ambition's height, and honor's name 

But yield a phantom bliss — 
And man turns back fl-om every goal 
Thirsting for some high bUss of soul ! 

Would I had. died when young! 

How many burning tears, 
And wasted hopes and severed ties 

Had spared my after years ! 
And she on whoso pale brow. 

The damp and cold earth lies, 
Whose pure heajt in its virgin glow 

Was mirrored in dark eyes ! 
Would I had faded soon witli her, 
My boyhood's earliest worehipper! 

Pour not ilie voice of wo ! 

Shed not the burning tear 
When spirits Irom The cold earth go 

Too bright to fmger hero ' 
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THE SPEOTaF, SHIP OF SALEM. 

UnsTillieil let them pass 

Into oblivion's tomb — 
Like snow flakas melting in the sea 

When rife with vestal bloom. 
Then strew fresh flowers above the grave 
And let the tall grass o'er it wave ! 



THE SPECTRE StIlP OF SALEM. 



liful |lrl— polB and aotrowfiil, however— whom no ooe knew, 

of eome of the credulous people of SaleDiHhey supposed Ihem lo 
be demoD9 or ' prettlgloua spiills; ' an! they endeavored la d[s- 

remuindetoriheeloryklold in the foUowine Imcs. 

The morning light is breaking forth 

All over the dork blue sea — 
And the waves are changed — (liey are rich witli gold 

Ab the morning waves should be ; 
And the rising mnds are wandering ou^ 

On their seaward pinione free. 
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58 THE SPECTRE SHIP OF SALEBL 

Tie bark is ready—the sails are sel^ 
And the boat rocks on the shore — 

Say why do the passengers linger yet ?— 
Is not the ferewell o'er ? 

Do those who enter that gallant ship 
Go forth, lo return no more ? 

A waiiuig rose by the water-side, 
A young, foir prl was there — 

'With a iiice as pale as the feee of death 
When its coffin-lid is bare ; — 

And an eye as strangely beautiful 
As a star in the upper air. 

She leaned on a youthful stranger's arm, 

A tall and silent one — 
Who stood in the very midst of the crowd. 

Yet uttered a woi-d to none ; 
He gazed on the sea and waiting ship — 

But he gazed on them oJone ! 

The fair girl leaued on the stranger's arm, 

And she wept as one in fear ; 
But he heeded not the plaintive moon, 

And the dropping of the tear ; — 
His eye was fixed on the stirring seo, 

Cold, dai'kly and severe ! — 
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THE SPECTRE SHir or SALEH. 

But the vast crowd lingered etill behind, 
With nu over-poweriitg dread ; 

The3' feaied that stranger and his bride, 
So ptde, and like the dead. 

And many said that an evil piur 
Among their fiiends had gone, — . 

A demon with hia human prey, 
Fl'om the quiet grave-yard drawn ; 

And a prayer was heard that the innocent 
Might escape the Evil One. 

Away-— the good ship sped away, 
Out on the broml high seaa — 

The sun upon her path before — 
Behind, the steady breeze — 

And thei-e was nought in sea or sky 
Of fearful augurira. 

Tie day poased on — the sunlight fell 

All slantwise Ironi the west, 
And then the heavy clouds of storm 

Sat on the ocean's breast; 
And every swelling billow mourned, 

tJlie a living thing distressed. 

The sun went down among the clouds. 

Tinging with sudden gold, 
The pall-lilte shadow of the storm, 

On every mighty fold ; — 
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SHIP OF SALEM. 



The Etorm came down upon the sea, 
In its surpassing drcacl, , 

Rousmg tiic wliito and broken surge 
Above its rocliy bed ; 

As if the deep was stired tieneath 
A giant's viewless tread. 

All night the hurricane went on, 

And aH along the shore 
The smothered cry of shipwrecked men 
'Blent witVi the ocean's roar ;— 
The graj-haii'ed man had ecai'cely known 

So wild a night before. 

Morn rose upon a tossing son, 
. Tho tempest's work was done ; 
And freely over land and wave 
Shone oul tiie blessed aim — 
But whei*o was she — that mercliant-bark 
Where had the good ship gone ? 

Men gathered on the shore to ivatch 

The billow's heavy swell, 
Hoping, yet feaiing much, some fiai! 

Memorial might tell 
The fiite of that disastrous ship, — 

Of friends they loved so well. 
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THE SPECTRE SHIP OF SALEM. (jj 

None came — the billowe smoothed away— 

And all was sti-angely calm, 
As if the very sea had feU 

A Bccromaucer'p charm, — - 
And not a ti'ace was left behind, 

Of violenc« and harm. 

The twilight came witli sky of gold — 

And curtaining of night— 
And then a sudden cry rang out, 

' A ship— ffte ship in sight! ' 
And lo ! — tall masts grew visible 

Within the fiiding light. 

Near and more near the ship came on. 

With all her hroad sails spread — 
The night grew thick, but a phantom light 

Around her path was shed ; 
And the gazers shuddered ^ on she came, 

For against the wind she sped. 

They saw by the dim and halefu! glare 

Around that voyager thrown. 
The upright forms of the well known crew, 

As pale and fixed as stone^- 
And they called to them, but no soimd camo baclc, 

Save the echoed cry alone. 

The ffearful stranger youth was there. 
And clasped hi hia embrace, 
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The pale and passing sorrowful 
Gazed wildly in his (ace ; — 

Like one who had been wakened from 
The silent hurial-plaoe. 

A shudder ran along the crowd — 
And a holy man knelt there, 

On the wet sea-sand, and ofiered up 
A faint and treiuhling prayer, 

That God would shield his people from 
The Spirits of the ah! 

And lo ! — the vision passed away — 
The Spectre Ship^the crew— 

The stranger and his pallid bride 
Departed from their view ; 

And nought was left upon the waves. 
Beneath the arching blue. 

It passed away — that vision strange — 

Forever fi'om their sight ; 
Yet, long shall Naunikeag's annala tell 

The story of tliat night— 
The phantom-hark — the ghostly crew, 

The pale, enchcling light 
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Long on the Pariaii bust he gazed, 
And his pallid lips moved not ; 

But when his deep cold eye he raised, 
His glory was forgot ; 

And the heated teai'B came down like rain. 

As the huried years swept back again — 
He wept alond ! 

He wlio had teaxlcss rode the storm 

Of human agony, 
And with ambition wild and warm. 

Sailed on a bloody sea, 
He bent before the infant head. 
And wept— as a mother weeps her dead '- - 
The pale and proud ! 

The roar of all the world had passed — 

Ori a sounding roeic alone. 
An ejdle, to the earth he cast 

His gathered glories down ! 

Yet dreamt he of his victor race. 

Till, turning to tliat marble face, 

His heart gave way ; 
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NAFOIEON. 

And nature saw her lime of power— 

A conqueror in tears ! 
The mighty howed before a flower, 

la the chas^sement of years I 
What can this mystery control ! — 
The fiither comes, as man's high sohI 
And hopes decay. 

Alone before that chiseled brow, 

His proudest yiclorieB 
Flit by, like hated phantoms now, 

And hoiiei- visions rise — 
The empire of iho heart unveils, 
And lo ! that cvownless creature wails 
His days of power. 

The golden days whose suns went dowi 

As at the icy pole. 
Lighting with dim but cold renown 

The kingdom of the soul! 
"When all life's charities were dead, 
And each affection failed or fled 
That withering hour ! 

Oh! had the monaj-ch to the wind 
Hia hope of conquest flung. 

And to the victory of mind 

Had his warrior footsteps rung, 

What then woro des^srt rocks and seas, 
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oil ! had llie tyrant cast his crowii 

And jewels all away, 
What though tlie pomp of life liad flowii, 

A^Joft a lowering dayl -..^ 
Tiien had thy apeating busi, brave boy! 
Awoke with memories of joy 
Thy fated name ! 



FROM A BACHELOR'S PRIVATE JOUKWAL. 

Sweet Mary, I have never breathed 

Though round my heart a serpent wreathed, 
I smiied, or strove to smile tlie same. 

Once more the pulae of Nature glows 
With faster throb and fresher fire. 

While music round her pathway flows, 
Like echoes from a hidden lyre. 

And is there none with me to share 
The glories of the earth and sky ? 

The eagle through the pathless air 
Is follow^ed by one burning eye. 
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l6 LINES, BY A LADY 

Ah no ! the cradled flowers may wake, 
Again may flow the frozen sea, 

From every cloud a star may break — 
There conies no second spring to me. 

Go— ere the painted toys of youth 

Are crushed beneath the tread of years ; 

Ere visions have been chilled to truih, 
And hopes are washed away in teara. 

Go — for I will not bid thee weep, — 
Too soon my sorrows will he thine, 

And evening's troubled Eur shall sweep 
The incense from the broken shrine. 

If Heaven can hear the dying tone 

Of chorda that soon wiU cease to thrill. 

The prayer Ihat Heaven haa ^eard alone 
May bless thee when those chords are sti 



LINES, 
Written by a Lady, a (^vr days beCore bee deaUi. 
I SAID to Sorrow's awfnl storm, 
That heat against my breast, 
Itage on— tliou tiiay'st destroy this form. 

And lay it low at rest ; 
But still tbe spirit that now brooks 
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LINES, BY A LADY, i 

Thy tempest ra^ag high, 
Undaunted on its fiiry looks 

With steadfast eye. 

I said to Penury's meagre irain, 
Come on, your threats I brave, 

My lost poor hfe-drop you may drain, 
And crush me to the grave ; 

Yet still the spirit that endures, 
Shall mock your force the while. 

And meet each cold, cold grasp of yours 
With bitter smile. 

I said to cold Neglect and Scorn, 

Pass on, I heed you not, 
You may pursue me, till my form 

And being are forgot; 
Yet still the spirit which you see, 

Undaunted by your wiles, ■ 
Draws from its own nobility 

Its high-bom smiles. 

I said to Friendship's menaced blow 
Strike deep, my heart shall bear. 

Thou canst but add one bitter wo 
To those ah-eady there. 

Yet still the spirit that si 
This last si 

Shall sinilo upoa itf 
And St 
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I said to Death's uplifted dart, 

Aim sure, O wliy delay? 
Thou wilt not find a feaiful heart, 

A weak relnclant prey. 
For still the spirit, firm and ftee, 

Triumphant in the last dismay, 
Wrapped in its own eternity, 

Shall, smiling, pas8"away 



TO A WAVK. 



List ! thou child of wind and sea. 

Tell me of the fitr ofFdeep, 
Where the tempest's wing is fi^e. 

And the watei's never sleep. 
Thou perchance the storm hath wded, 

In its works of stern despair. 
Or perchance thy Land hath braided, 

In deep caves, the mermaid's hmr. 

Wave ! now oa the golden sands. 
Silent as thou art, and broken, 

Bearest thou not from distant strands 
To my heaj't some pleasant token ? 

Tales of mountains of the south. 
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spangles of the ore of alver, 
Which with playful siugmg moutli, 
Thou hast leaped on high to pilfer ? 

Mournful Wave! I deemed thy song 

Was telling of a fl-oatiog prison, 
Which when tempests swept along, 

And tlie mighty winds were risen, 
Foundered in the ocean's grasp, 

While the brave and ftir were dying. 
Wave ! didst mark a white hand clasp 

In thy folds as thou wort flying? 

Hast tliou seen the hallowed rock, 

Where the piide of kings reposes, 
Crowned with many a misty lock, 

Wreathed wit3i samphire green and I'os 
Or with joyous playful leap 

Hast ttou been a tribute flinging 
Up that bold and jutting steep, 

Pearls upon the south wind stringing? 

Faded Wave ! a joy to thee 

Kow thy flight and toll are over [ 
Oh ! may my departure be 

Calm as thine, thou ocean rover' 
When this soul's last joy or mirth 

On the shore of time is driven, 
Be its lot like thine on earth, 

To be lost owny in beaveu. 
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F MOUNT HOPE. 



PHILIP OF MOUNT HOPE. 

AwAi ! away! I will not hear 

Of aught but death or veugeance now; 
By the eternal skies, I swear 

My knee shall never learn to bow ! 
Will . not hear a word of peace. 

Nor grasp in frieadly grasp a hand, 
Linked to die pale-browed stranger race, 

That work the ruin of our land. 

Before their coming-, we had ranged 

Our foi-eats and our uplands free ; 
Still let OS keep unsold, unchanged, 

The heritage of liberty. 
As free as roll the cijainlees strcama, 

Still iet us roam our ancient woods ; 
As free as break the morning beams, 

That light our mountain solitudes. 

Touch not the hand they stretch to you j 

The falsely proffered cup, put by ; 
WHl you believe a coward true ? 

Or taste the poison draught to die ? 
Their fiiendship is a lurking snare. 

Their honor but an idle breath ; 
Then smile — the smile that traitors wear; 

Their love is hate, their life is dealh. 
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THE WIDOW OF NAIN. ! 

Plains ■wSiich your infant feet haye roved, 

Broad streams you skimmed iu light canoe, 
Green woods and glens your fethers loved — 

Whom smile they for, if not for you ' 
And could your fathers' spirits look 

Prom lands where deathless verdure waves^ 
Nor curse the craven hearts tliat brook 

To harter for a nation's graves ! 

Then raise once more the warrior song, 
Tiiat teUs despair and death are nigh ; 

Let the loud summons peal along. 
Rending the ai'ch.es of the sky. 

And tiU your last white foe shall kneel, 
And in his co"ward pangs expire — ' 

Sleep — but to dream of brand and steel. 
Wake — but to deal in blood and foe ! 



THE WIDOW OF NAIN. 

The Roman sentinel stood iielmodand fall 
Beside the gate of Nain. The busy tread 
Of comei« in the city mart was done, 
For it was almost noon, and a dead heat 
Quivered upon the fine and sleeping dust. 
And the cold snake crept panting fiiDm the wall 
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72 THE WIDOW OF KAi.f 

To bask hii9 scaly circles in the bud. 

Upon his speiu- the soldier leaned and kept 

His drowsy watch, and as his wakmg di'eam 

Was broken by tbe solitary foot 

Of some poor mendicant, he raised his lids, 

To curse him for a tributary Jew, 

And slumberously dozed on. 

'T'was now high noon. 
The duU, low murmur of a funeral 
Went through the city— tlie sad sound of feet 
Unmixed with yoices — and the sentinel 
Shook off his slumber, and gazed earnestly 
Up the wide street along whose paved way 
A mourning throng wound slowly. They came on, 
Bciuing a body heavily on its bier, 
And by the throng that in tJie burning heat 
Walked with forgetful sadness— 't was of one 
Mourned with uncommon sorrow. The broad gate 
Swung on its hinges, and the Eoman bent 
His spear-pomt downwards as the beai'ers passed 

Bending beneath their burden. There was one 

Only one mom'jier. Close behnid the bier, 
Crumpling the poll up in her withered hands. 
Followed an agod woman. Her slow steps 
Faltered with weakness, and a broken moan 
FeU fl'om her lips, thickened convulsively 
As her heart bled afi-esh. The pitying crowd 
Followed apai-t, but no one spoke to her — 
She had no kinsmen. She had lived, alone — 
A widow with one son. He was her all — 



Hostt!.:[jvGoOgIf 



The only tie she hail ik the wide world — 
And this was he. They could not comfort her 

Jesus drew new to Naia as from tlie gate 

The funeral came foftli. His lips were pale 

With the noon's fainting heat. Tho beaded s^veiit 

Stood on his forehead, and about the worn 

And simple latchets of his sandals lay 

Thick tho white dust of travel. He had come 

Since suxu'ise from Capernaum, staying not. 

To Tvet his lips at green Belhsaida'a pool, 

Nor turn him southward upon Tabor's side 

To catch Gilboa's light and spiey breeze. 

Gienesaretli stood cool upon the East, 

Fast by the sea of Galilee, and there 

The weary traveller would rest till eve ; 

And on the alders of Bethulia's plains 

The grapes of Palestine hung ripe and wild ; 

Yet turned he not aside, hut gazing on 

From every swelling mount, beheld afer 

Amid the hills the humble spires of Nain, 

The place of his next errand ; and the path 

Touched not BetliuUa, and a league away 

Upon the East lay breezy Galilee. 

He thought but of bis work. And ever thus 

With godlike self-forgetfulness he went 

Through all his njissions— healing sicknesaea 

Where'er he came, and never known to weep 

But for a human sorrow, or to slay 

His feet but for some pityhig miracle. 
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74 THE WIDOW OF KAIN. 

And in tho garden, when his spirit grew 
'Exceeding sorrowful,' aJid those he loved . 
Forgot him in hia agony, and slept— 
How heavenly gentle was his mild reproach — 
' Coidd yc not watch with me one hour? Sleep on! 
Sleep on ! ' — Forth from the ci^ gates the throng 
Followed the aged mourner. They came near 
The plate of burial, and with alrsuning hands 
Closer upon her breast she clasped the pal!, 
And with a hurried sob, quick as a child's, 
And an inqttiring wildness flashing through 
The thin gray lashes of her fevered eyes. 
She passed where Jesus stood beside the way. 
He looked upon her and his heart was moved. 
' Weep not ! ' he said, and ss they stayed the bior 
And at his bidding set it at his feet. 
He gently drew the pall from out her hands, 
And l^d it back in silence fi'om the dead. 
With troubled wonder the mute crowd drew near 
And gazed on his calm looks. A minute's space 
He stood and prayed. Then, taking the cold hand, 
He said ' Arise ! ' — and instantly the breast 
Heaved in its cerements, and a sudden flush 
Ran through the lines of the divided lips. 
And, with a murmur of his mother's name, 
He trembled and sat upright in his shroud. 
And while the mourner hung upon his neck — 
Jesus went calmly on his way to Niun, 
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THE LEAF. 

Br S. B. GOODRICH. 

It came with spring'B soft Bun and showers, 
Mid bursting buds and blushing flowers ; 
It flourished on the same light stem, 
It dmnit the same clear dews with them. 
The crimson tints of summer morn 
That gilded one, did each adorn. 
The breeze that whispered light and brief 
To bud or blossom, Wssed the leaf; 
When o'er the leaf tiie tempest flew, 
The bud and blossom trembled too. 

But its companioHS passed away, 
And left the leaf to lone decay. 
The genfle gales of spring went by. 
The fruits and flowers of summer die. 
The autumn winds swept o'er the hill, 
And winter's breath came cold and chill 
The leaf now yielded to the blast, 
And on the rushing stream was cast. 
Tar, far it glided to the sea, 
And whirled and eddied wearily, 
Til! suddenly it eaiilc to rest, 
And slumbered in the ocean's breast. 

Thus life begins— its morning hours, 
Bright as the birthday of the flower*— 
Thus passes like the leaves away, 
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Aa withered and 03 lost as they 

Beneath the parent roof we meet 

In joyous groups, and gaily greet 

The golden beams of love aiid light, 

That kindle to the youthful sight, 

Hut soon wc pail, and one by one, 

Like leaves and flowers, the group is gone. 

One gentle spirit seeks the tomb. 

His brow yet fl'esh with ohildhood'a bloom. 

Another treads the paths of fame, 

And barters peace to win a name. 

Another still tempts fortune's wave, 

And seeking wealth, secures a grave. 

The last grasps yet the brittle thread — 

Though Mends are gone and joy is dead, 

Still dares the dark and ftetful tide, ■ 

And clutches at its power and pride, 

Till suddenly the waters sever. 

And like the leaf he sinks forever. 



THE DEPARTED. 



Tde departed ! the departed ! 

They visit us in dreams. 
And they glide above our memories, 

Like shadows over streams ^ — 
But where the cheerful lights of home 
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In constant lustre burn, 
The departed — tlio departed 

The good, the brave, the beautiiiil ! 

How dreamless is their sleep. 
Where rolls the dirge-like music 

Of the ever-tossing deep, — 
Or where the hurrying night-winds 

Pale Winter's robes have spread 
Above the narrow palaces, 

In the cities of the dead ! 

I look around and feci the awe 

Of one who walks alone — 
Among the wrecks of former days, 

In mournful ruin strown. 
I start to hear the stirring sounds 

Among the cypress trees ; 
For the voice of the deported 

Ie borne upon the breeze. 

That solemn voice 1 it mingles with 

Each free and careless stnun ; 
I scarce can think Earth's miustrel^ 

Will cheer my heart again. 
The melody of Summer waves, 

The thrilling notes of birds. 
Can never be so dear to me. 

As their remembered words. 
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ia drea.ni Iheir pleasant enulea 
Sd]l on me sweetly fall I 
Tteir tonea of love I faintly hear 

1 know that they are happy, 
With their angel plumage on; 

But my heart is very desolate, 
To think that they are gone. 

The departed! — the departed! 

They visit us in dreams, 
And they glide above our memories, 

Like shadows over streams. 
But where the clieerM lights of home 

In constant lustre bum, 
The departed — the departed 

Can never more return ! 



Lift high the cuilaiu'a drooping fold, 
And let the evening sunlight in ; 

I would not that my heart grow cold, 
Before its better years begin! 

' Tis well, at such an early hour — 
So calm and pure — a EnnltiDg ray 
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Should eh in p. into tlie heart, irith power 
To drive iia dai'ker thoughts away. 

The blight, young thoughts of early days 

Shall gather in my memory now. 
And not the later cares, whose tiacs 

1b stamped so deeply on my brow ; 
What though those daya rcium no more ! 

The sweet remembrance is not vain — 
For Heaven is walling to restore 

The childhood of my soul agdn. 



Let no impatient mourner stand 

In hollow sadness near my bed — 
But let mc rest upon the hand. 

And let me hear' that gentle tread 
Of her v/hoss kindness long ago, 

And still imwoni away by years, 
Has made my weary eye-lids 6ovr 

With gratefiil and admiring tears ! 

I go — hut let no plaintive tone 

The moment's grief of friendship tell; 
And let no proud aod gravsi stone 

Say where the weary slumbera well ; 
A few short hours— aad then for Ileaven ! 

Let sorrow all its tears dismiss — 
For who would moimi the wai'ning given, 

Which colls us fl-om a world lilte this! 
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THE PILGRIM FATHERS. 



The pilgrim, fathers — where aie they? 

The waves that Tirougbt them o'er 

Stili roll in the boy, niitl throw their spray 

Ab they break along (he shore : 

Still roll in tlie bay, as they rolled that day, 

When the Mey-Flower moored helow, 

When the sea around was hiack with storms, 

And white the shore witli snow. 

Tlie mists that wrapped tlie pilgrim's sleep, 

Still brood upon ths tide ; ' 

And his rocks yet keep their watch by the deep, 

To stay its waves of pride. 

But the snow white sful, that he gnve to the gale, 

When die heavens looked dark, is gone ;— 

As an angel's 'vring, through aa opening cloud. 

Is seen, and then withdrawn. 

The pilgrim exile — smnted name! — 

The hill, whose ley brow 

Rejoiced, when he came, in the morning's flame, 

In the morning's flame bums now. 

And the moon's cold light, as it lay that night 

On the hill-side and the sea, 

Still lies where he laid h 

But the pilgrim — where is he ? 
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ISFirELITY. 8] 

The pilgrim fathers are at rest : 

When Summer 's throned on high, 

And (he world's wai-m breast is in verdure drest 

Go, stand on the hill where they lie. 

The earliest ray of the golden day 

On (littt hallowed spot ia oast ; 

And the evening sun, as he loaves the world, 

Looks kindly on it last. 

The piigiim spirit has not fled ; 

It walks in noon's broad light ; 

And it watches the l>ed of the glorxoug dead, 

With the holy stars by night. 

It watches the bed of the brave who have bled. 

And etisll guard this ice-bound shore. 

Till the waves of the bay, where the May-Flower lay 

Shall foam a*id freeze »o more. 



ISFIDELITT. 

Tilou who scomest Imtha divine, 
Say what joy, what hope is thine ? 
Is thy soul from sorrow free? 
Is lliia world enough for thee ? 
No ; &r care corrodes thy ligarL 
Art thou willing to depart ? 
No ; thy nature bids thee shrink 
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From the void abyss's brink. 
Thou iiiayat laugh, in broad sunshine; 
Scoff, when sparkles the red wine ; 
Thou must tremble, when deep night 
ShutB the pageants from thy sight. 
Morning comes, and thou blasphemest; 
Yet another day thou deemest 
Thine ; but soon its light wiU wane ; 
Then thy warning comes again. 
There 'a a morrow with no night — 
Broad and blazing, endless light! 
Should its dawn thy dreams o'erlake. 
Better thou didst never wake ! 



THE FUTURE. 



The flowers, the many flowers 
That all along the smiling valley grew, 

While the sun lay for hom'S, 
Kissing from off their drooping lids the dew J 

They, to the summer air 
No longer prodigal, their sweet breath yield } 

Vainly, to bind her hair, 
The village maiden seeks them in the field. 

The breeze, the gentle breeze 
That wandered like a frolic child at play. 
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Loitering iiiid blossomed trees, 
Trailing their stolen sweets along its way. 

No mofe adventuresome, 
Ita whispered love is to the violet E>ven ; 

The boisterous North has come, 
And scared the sportive trifler back to heaven. 

The brook, the limpid brook 
That prattled of its coolness, aa it went 

Forth from its rocky nook. 
Leaping wilh joy to be no longer pent, — 

lis pleasant song is hushed ; — 
The sua no more looks down upon ita play ; — 

Freely, where once it gushed, 
The iiiouutain torrent drives its noisy way. 

The hom-s, the youthful hours, 
When m the cool shade we were wont to lie, 

Idling with fresh culled flowers, 
In dieams that ne'er could know i-cality ;— 

Fond hours, but half enjoyed. 
Like the sweet Eummer breeze ibey passed away 

And dear hopes were destroyed 
Like buds that die before the noon of day. 

Young life, young turbulent life, 
If, lilce the stream, it take "a wayward course, 

'T ia Joat mid folly's strife,— 
O'erwhelmed, at length, by passion's curhleaa force- 

Nor deem youth's buoyant hours 
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For idle hopes, or useless musinga given : 

Who dreams away hia powers, 
ITie Kcltless slumherer shall not walte lo heaven! 



THE BEGGAR. 



li lie could call li 



And thou hast seen, thou sayet, old m^, 

The Lion in his ire, 
When from hia strained and blood shot eye, 

Flashed out vindictive firo. 

And thou haat heard, old man, thou sayat. 

The terror of his roar. 
That echoed 'mid otir mountain rocks, 

And rang along our shore. 
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And thou hast stood unblonchingly 

Hia giisly front before — 
When cai'nage waved her dripping win 

And drenched the eartli with gore. 

God help thee, father, for the world, 

Is pitiless and cold — 
It sheltereth not the shelterless, 

Revereth not the old. 

Ay, it can gaze upon the front 
That battle's stamp hath sealed ; 

And leave unfilled the withered hand, 
Too weak its blade to wield. 



Why left they not thy v 

On Bunker's smoking' steep — 
When through thy brow the death-siiot ploughed 

That furrow broad and deep ? 

Or why on Yorktown's crimson plain 

Didst tJiou not yield thy breath ? 
Far better had that bloody sleep 

Been the long sleep of death ! 

Then hadst tliou bled as Warren bleij, 

And like Itfontgoniery died — 
Thy name were chronicled among 

Tlie heroes of our pride. 
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GENIIig SLUMBERING. 



God givo thee, father, words to beg— 
Choking with shame— tliy. food: 

Those ecaiD proclaim thy counlry's weal — 
Those rags, her gratitude! 



GENIUS SLUMBERING. 



Hr sleeps, forgetful of his once bright fame ; 

He has no feeling of the glory gone ; 
Ho has no eye to catch the mounting flame. 

That once in transport drew his spirit on j 
He Ues in dull, oblivious dreams, nor cares 
Who the wreathed laurel bears. 

And yet not all forgotten sleeps he there ; 

There are who still remember how he bore 
Upwai-d his daring pinions, till the air 

Seemed living witli the crown of light ho wor 
There are who, now his early sun has set, 
Nor can, nor will forget. 

Ho sleeps,-— and yet, around the sightless eye 
And the pressed lip, a darkened glory playsj 

Though the high powers in dull oblivion lie, 
There hovers still the light of other days ; 

Deep in that soul a spirit, not of earth, 

Still struggles for ita birth. 



Hostt!.:[jvGoOgIf 



GENIUS SLUMBEEING. 87 

He will not sleep forever, but will nse 
Fresh fo more dariug laliora ; now, even now. 

As the close shrouding mist of morning flica, 
The gathered slumber leaves his lifted brow ; 

From his half-opened eye, in fuller beams, 

His wakened spirit streams. 

Yes, he will break hia sleep ; the spell is gone ; 

The deadly charm departed ; see him fling 
Proudly iiis fetters by, and hurry on. 

Keen as the famished eagle darts her wing ; 
The goal is still before him, and the prize 
Still woos his eager eyes. 

He rushes forth to conquer : shall they take — 
They, who, with feebler pace, still kept their 

Wten he forgot the coatest— shall they take. 
Now he renews die race, the victor's bay ; 
StiU let them strive — when he collects his might, 
He will assert his right. 

The spirit caimot always sleep ia dust. 
Whose essence is ethereal ; tliey may try 

To darken and degrade it ; it may rust 
Dimly awhile, but caimot wholly die ; 

And, when it wakens, it will send its Are 

Intenscr forth and higher. 
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GENIUS WAKING. 



Slcmher's heavy clmin hath bound thee — 

Where is now thy fire ? 
Feehler wings are gathering ronnd thee — 

Shall tfiey hover higher ? 
Can Qo power, no Bpell, reeall thee 

From inglorious di-eams? 
O, could glory so appal thee, . 

With his hurning beams ! 

Thine was once the highest pinion 

lu the midway air ; 
With a proud and sure domiuion, 

Thoii didst upward bear. 
Like the herald, winged with lightning, 

From the Olympian throne, 
Ever mounting, ever brightening. 

Thou wert theie alone. 

Where the pillaied props of heavon 

Glitter with eternal snows, 
Wliere no darkling clouds are driven. 

Where no fountain flows — 
Far above the rolling thunder, 

When the surging storm 
Rent its sulphury folds asunder, 

We beheld thy form. 
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O, what rare iind heaveiily brightness 

Flowed around thy plumes. 
As a cascade's foamy whiteness 

Wheeling thi-ough. the shadowy ocean, 

Like a ahape of light, 
Witli serene and placid motion, 

Thou Wert dazzling bright 

From that cloudless region stooping, 

Downward thou didst rush, 
Not witli pinion feint and drooping 

But the tempest's gush. 
Up again imdaunied soaring. 

Thou didst pierce the cloud. 
When the warring winds were roaring 

Fearfully and loud. 

Where is now that restless longing 

After higher things ? 
Come they not, like visions, thron^g 

On their any wiags ? 
Why should not their glow enchant thee 

Upward to their bliss ? 
Surely danger cannot daunt thee 

From a heaven like this. 

But thou slumberest ; Sunt and quivering 

Hangs thy rufiled wing ; 
Like a dove in wi 

Or a feebler thing. 
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J GENira WAKIMG, 

Where is uow tby might and morion, 

Thy imperial flight ? 
Where is now thy heart's devotion^ 

Where thy spirit's light? 

Harki his rustling plumage gathers 

Closer to his side, 
Close, OS when the storm-hird weathers 

Ocean's hurrying tide. 
Now his nodding heat is steady — 

Wide his hiiniing eye — 
Now his opening wings are ready, 

And his aim — how high ! 

Now he curves his neck, and proudly 

Now is stretched for flight — 
Hark! his wings — tiiey thmider loudly, 

And liieir flash — how bright ! 
Onward — onward over mountains, 

Through the rock and storm, 
Now, like sunset over fountains, 

Flits bis glancing form. 

Glorious bird, thy dream haa leiV the»— 

Thou hast reached thy heaven — 
Lingering slumber hath not reft thee 

Of the glory given. 
With a bold, a fearless pinion, 

On thy ataiTy road, 
None, to fame's supreme dominion, 

Mightier ever Irode. 
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WHITE BOSES 



WHITE ROSES. 

BT lOUISA P. SMITH. 

Thei were gathered for a bridal ! 

I knew it by their hue ; 
Fair as the smnmer moonlight 

Upon the sleeping dew. 
From iheir feir and fairy Meters 

They were borne, without a agli. 
For one remembered evening 

To blossom and to die. 

They were gathered for a bridal ! 
And fastened in a wreath ; 

Tlian the heart that lay beaeath ; 
Yet the beaming eye was lovely, 

And the coral lip was fair, 
And the gazer looked and aslted not 

For the secret hidden there. 

They were gathered for a bridal ! 

Where a thousand torches glistened, 
When the holy words were spokeii. 

And the felse and iaithlesa hstened 
And answered to the vow 

Wliich another heail had taken 
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TIIK OORAL INSECT. 

Yet he ■sjas present then — 
The OBce loved, the foreaken. 

They were gathered for a bildal ! 

And aow, now they are dying, 
And young Love Bt the allar 

Of broken faith ia sighing. 
Their summer liie was stainless, 

And not Lke her'a who -wore them j 
They aro faded, and the ftrewell 

Of beauty Imgcrs o'or them! 



THE CORAL INSECT. 
BY LYUIA H. SIGOUBWir. 

Totton! toil on! ye ephemeral train. 

Who build in the tossing and treacherous main ; 

Toil on — for the wisdom of man ye mock, 

With youi Band-based structures and domes of rock 

Your columns the fathomless fountains lave, 

And your arches epring up to the crested wave ■ 

Yejre a puny race, thus to boldly rear 

A fabric so vast, in a realm so drear. 

Ye bind the deep with your secret zone, 
The ocean is scaled, and -the surge a stone t 
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Fresh wreaths from tlie coral pavement spring, 
Like the terraced pride of Assyria's king ; 
The turf looks green where the breakers rolled ; 
O'er the whirlpool ripens the rind of gold ; 
The sea-snatched isle is the home of men, 

IS exult where the wave hath been. 



But why do ye plant 'noath the billows dark 
The wrecking reef for tlie gallant bark ? 
There are snares enough on the tented field, 
'Mid the blossomed sweets that the valleys yield ; 
There are serpents to coil, ere the flowers are up ; 
There 's a poison drop in man's purest cup ; 
There are foes that watch for his cradle breath, 
And why noed ye sow Ihe floods with death ? 

Witli mouldering bones the deeps are whit*, 
From tlie ice-clad pole to the iropics bright ; 
The mei-maid hath twiated her fingers cold 
With tho mesh of the sea-boy's curls of gold. 
And the gods of ocean have irowned to see 
The mariner's bed in their halls of glee ; — 
Hath eai'th no graves, that ye thus must spread 
The boundless sea for the thi-oaging dead ? 



Prom the land of promise ye fade and die, 

Ere its verdure gleams forth on join- weary eye j- 
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I WATERFOWL. 



As the kings of tlie cloud-crowned pyramid, 
Tiieir noteless bones in oblivion hid, 
Ye slumber unmarked, 'mid the desolate main 
While the wonder and pride of your works rei 



TO A WATERFOWL. 



Whither, 'midst falling dew, 
While glow tiie heavens with the last steps of day, 
Far; through their rosy depths, dost thou pui-suo 

Thy solitary way? 

Vainly the fowler's eye 
Might mark thy distant flight to do liee wrong, 
As, darkly painted on the crimson sky. 

Thy figure floats along. 

Seek'st thou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide, 
Or where tte rocking billows rise and sink 

On tlie chafed ocean side ? 

There is a Power whose care 
Teaches thy way along that pathless coasi, — ' 
The desert and illimitable air, — 

Lone wandering, but not lost. 
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TO MY COMPANIONS. 95 

All day thy wings have fiinned, 
At that far height, tho cold thin atmosphere, 
Yet stoop not, weaiy, to the welcome land, 

Though the dark night is near. 

And soon that toil shaJl end. 
Soon shall thou find a summer home, and rest, 
And scream among thy fellows ; reeds shall bend. 

Soon, o'er tliy sheltered nest. 

Thou'rt gone, tlie abyss of iieaven 
Hath swallowed up thy form ; yet, on my heart 
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given. 

And shall not soon depart. 

He, who, from 7one to zone, 
Guiilos through the boundless skj' thy ceitain flight. 
In Che long way that 1 must tread alone, 

Will lesd my steps aright. 



Mine ancient chair — thy wide embracing arms 
Have clasped ai-ound me oven from a boy ; 

Hadst thou a voice to speak of years gone by, 
Thine were a tale of sorrow and of joy, 

Of fevered hopes and ill-foreboding fears. 

And smiles unseen, and unrecorded tears. 
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96 TO MV COMPANIONS. 

And t!iou my table — though unwearied time 
Hath set his signet on thine altered brow, 

Still can I see thee in thy spotleHB prime, 
And in my memory thoo art Uving now ; 

Soon must tiiou slmnber with forgotten things, 

The peasant's ashes aud the dust of kinga. 

Thou melancholy mug — thy soher brown 
Hath eoiuething pensiTe in its evening hue. 

Not like the things that please the tasteless clown. 
With gaudy streaks of orange and of blue ; 

And 1 muBt love thee, for thou ait mine own, 

Pressed by my Up, and pressed by mine alone. 

My broken mirror — laithlesa, yet beloved, 
Thou who canst smile and smile alike on all, 

Oft do I leave thee, oft again return, 
I scorn the siren, but obey the call ; 

I hate thy falsehood, while I fear thy truth, 

But most^I love thee, flattering friend of youth. 

Primeval carpet — every well-worn thread 
Has slowly parted with its virgin dye ; 

I saw thee fade beneath tl 
Fainter ai 

So flies the color from the brightest flower. 

And heaven's ovra rainbow Uves but for an hour 

I love you all — Ihero radiates from our own 
A soul tiiat hves in every shape we see ; 
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THE ARCTIC LOVEn. 

There is a voice, to other ears unknown, 

Like echoed music answering to its key. 
The dungeoBed captive halh a tale to tell, 
Of every insect in hia lonely cell, 
And these poor ftwlties have a simple Kine, 
That breathes in accents sweet to me alone. 



THE ARCTIC LOVER TO HIS MISTEESS 

Gone is the long long winter night, 

Look, my beloved one ! 
How glorious, through his depths of light, 

Rolls the majestic eun. 
The willows, waked from winter's death, 
Give out a fragi'ance like thy breath — 

Tlie summer is begun ! 



Aye "t is the long bright summer day : 

Hark, to that mighty crasli ! 
The loosened ice-ridge breaks away — 

Seawai'd the glittering nioimtain rides, 
While, down its green translucent sides, 
The foamy torrents dash. 

Bee, love, my boat is moored for thee, 
By ocean's weedy floor — 
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The pettrel does not dtiin tlie sea 

Moi-e swiftly than my oai". 
We '11 go where, on the roclty isles, 
Her eggs llie screaming sea-fowl piles 

Beade tho pebbly shore. 

Or, bide ihee where the poppy blows, 
With wind-flowers frail and fair. 

While I, upon this isle of snows, 
Seek anddeiy the bear; 

Fierce though he be, and huge of frame. 

This arm his savage strength shall tame, 
And drag him from his lidr. 

When crimson sky and flamy cloud 

Bespeak the summer flocl, 
And snows, that melt no more, enshroud 

The valleys white and dead, 
1 11 build of ice thy winter home. 
With glistening walls and lucid dome. 

And floor with skins bespread. 

The white fox by thy couch shall play ; 

And, from the frozen skies, 
The meteors of a miraie day 

Shall flash upon thine eyes. 
And 1 — for such thy vow — meanwhile, 
Shall hear thy voice and see thy smite, 

TUl that long midnight flies. 
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STANZAS. 

Stbanoe ! that one lightly whisperpil tono 

Is far, fiir sweeter unto me, 
Than all the sounds that kiss the earth. 

Or breathe along the Kea ; 
But Lady, when tliy voice I greet, 

I look upon the feir blue skies. 
And nought but empty mr, I see ; 

But when J turn me to thine eyea. 
It seemeth unto me 

Ten thousand angels spread their wings 

Within those little aziwe rings. 

The lily halh a softer leaf, 

Than ever western wind hatli fanned. 
But thou shalt have the tender flower. 

So I may take thy hand ; 
That little hand to me doth yield 
More joy than all the broidered field. 

O lady ! there be many things 

That seem right feir, below, abwe^ 

But sure not one among them all, 
Is half so sweet ss love — 

Let U8 not pay otir vows alone, 

But join two altars both in one. 
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A FlIGHT OF FANCY. 



A FLIGHT OF FAKCY. 



Sweet Fancy, golden-pinioned bird, 

Once left awhile his starry nest, 
To float upon the breeze that stirred 

The plumage of his glistening breast 
Sometimes in gem-hung caves delaying, 
And then througb spicy forests straying, 
He wandered 'mid those blessed isles 
That dimple Ocean's cheek v/ilh smiles ; 
He dallied with the merry wave, 

And, diving through the glassy wuter, 
Brought, in his beak, from its shell-cave, 

A pearl, Circassia'e loveliest daughter, 
In the rich clustering of her hair. 
Might blush with very pride to wear! 

Then tired of sport like this, be flew 
Along the deep in beauty sleeping. 

To that sweet clime, whose sky of blue 
Is, with its chastened splendors, steeping 

A land, whose river's rosy tide 

Is blushing like a virgin bride. 

Whose mountains high and emerald vales 

Are kissed by incense -laden gales. 

And there, o'er ruins ivy-vpreathed. 

He heard pure music sweetly breathed ; 

O'er moss-decked arch and broken shrine, 
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A FLIGHT OF FANCY. 

He saw their ancient glory shine. 
Yet here, tunid his favorite bowers, 

Where once he dearly loved to dwell, 
In this deliciouB land of flowers, 

Where Memory, with magic spell. 
Creates new foiios of joy and light, 

He could not stay his restless wing ; 
But, shaking thence the dew-drops bright, 

He plucked the first red rose of spring j 
Then, blending with the heavenly blue, 
Like arrowy gleam, away he flew. 

Where next did gold-plumed Fancy roam? 

He sought the brjgjit star's brightest ray 
That decks his ovpn celestial home, 

And bore it in his glance away. 
Then, when the sunset richly hurned, 
Unto the earth once more he turned ; 
And, as his wing grew tired and weak, 

He fouad a lovely lady's bower, 
And on her lip, and o'er her cheek 

Softly sufiiised the pearl and flower ; 
Then in her dark eye's brilliancy 

He shot the star-gleam fi.-om his own. 
And, charmed as much as bird could be. 

Flew back to his fai', starry throne ! 

This happened years ago — but now, 

Each pretty maiden, when she hears 
Of locks that cluster round a brow, 
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103 THE DILEMMA. 

Which, like the staiBless snow appears; 
Of cheeks whose mingled red swd white 

A'ro like red roses crushed on pearl ; 
Of eyes whose clear and mellow light 

Gleams like a star's where clouds unfiir! ;- 
Looks archly up and answers you, 

'That on the very homeUest fiice 
Can Fancy shed his beauteous hue, 

And in a tame expression trace 
A smile as soft aa heaven's own blue ; 
That he will seek, through earth and airj 
For charms, to moke divinely fair 
And statue-like, a Ijttle creature. 
Who has a twist in every feature ; 
And deck her so (your pardon craving) 
That she might set ten poets raving ! ' 



THE DILEMMA. 

ai O. W, HOLMES, 

Now, by the blessed Paphian queen, 
Who heaves the breast of sweet Hxteen ; 
By every name I cut on bark 
Beibre my morning star grew dark ; 
By Hymen's torch, by Cupid's dart, 
By all that tlirills the beating heart ; 
The bright black eye, the melting blue, — 
I cannot choose between the two. 
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I had a TiEioii in my dreams j— 
I Haw a row of twenty beams ; 
From every beam a rope waa hung, 
In every rope a lover swung. 
I asked iJie hue of every eye 
That bade each luckless lover die ; 
Ten livid lips Bind, heavenly blue, 
And ten accused the daifer hue. 

I asked a matron, which she deemed 
With fmi'eat light of beauty beamed; 
She answered, some tliought both were fail 
Give her blue eyes and golden hiur. 
I might have liked her judgment well. 
But aa she apoke, ahe lung the bell, , 
And all her girls, nor small nor few, 
Came marching in— their eyes were blue. 

I asked a maiden ; back she flung 

The locks that round her forehead hung, 

And turned her eye, a glorious one, 

Blight as a diamond in the sun. 

On me, until, beneath its rays, 

I felt as if my hair would blaze ; 

She liked all eyes but eyes of green ; 

She looked at me ; what could ahe mean? 

Ah! many lids Love lurks between, . 
Nor heedB the coloring of his screen ; 
And when his random arrows fly, 
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The victim fells, but knows not why. 
Gaze not upon his shield of jet, 
The ehaft upon the string is set ; 
Look not beneath his azure veil. 
Though every limb were eased in maiL 

Well both might make a martyr break 
The cbain that boimd him to the stalte, 
And both, with but a single ray, 
Can. melt our very heai'ls away ; 
And both, when balanced, hardly seem 
To stir the scales, or rock the beam ; 
But that is dearest, aQ the while, 
That weai^ for us the sweetest smile. 



A LOVE LETTER. 

O, COME to me tliia very eve, for I am all alone, 
A weeping by my wriljng desk, and Pii and Ma 

have gone ; — 
They say that you are going off — that Pa has used 

But if he has, depend upon 't, his daughter never 

wilH 
We had that ugly lawyer here, to dine with us to- 

And Ma look pains to apeak to him in her parental 
way- 
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} matter what ehe said — tlie lawyer 
e upoa me all tho 



Pa says he has a fine estate — a dwelling, rich and 
And envies much the fevored one who may he 
And Ma declares — though not a word of all she 
That he is vastly more polite — and handsomer than 
Confound their antiquated whims! — I'm angry 

The hot hlood of indignant scora is mounting to 

my hrow — 
I hate their haughty favorite — I hate him and his 

gold— 
Though rich as ancient 'Crcesus, with lands and 

wealth untold. 

Oh, what is wealth where love is not — and what is 

yellow gold, 
To soothe and warm the human heart, when sor 

rowful and cold, — 
As coldly flash the norlhem fires, to make tho light 

more dreary. 
So wealth and useless splendor gleam around the 

lone and weary. 
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hate that favorite of Pa's— that lawyer, old and 

'd strangle him befoi-e the priest, before I 'd many 

him— 
care not for his country seat — and all his dusty 

hate him and his riches too— he shall not have 
my hand ; 

hope you will not leave me, love— indeed you 

For Pa would be in ecstasies, and I should mlsa you 

Oh, come to me this very eve, before the moon has 

And we will wander in her light, and love each 

other yet ; 
And we will talk of by-gono times— our earlier 

hopes and feai's— 
And know again the luxurj of sympathizing years j 
And we will breathe our vows again, by every holy 

And oh, we mil be happy yet. and love in sp'ie of 
Pa. 
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THE EXILE, 



THE EXILE. 



[Prom Iha GeriBBn of SchillerO 



Fresh in ibe morn ia the living breeze ! 

And the eun beams bright 
Through the swaying arma of the dark fir-trees. 

And. the tops of the mountains, 

The forests, the fountains, 
Redden and glow in a purple light. 
The lark is abroad on her airy wing ; 
And the wakened woods with melody ring. 

Blessed ha the hour of early light ! 

When meadow and streain 
With beauty gieam. 
And the grass is touched with a silver white j 
When the smallest leaf on tte fiiiit-tree top 

Is a beautiful nest where the pearl reposes ; 
When showers of gems from Ite branches drop. 
And the zephyrs chat and play with Ibe rosea 

Light smoke curls high o'er the city's wall, 
Steeds are neiglung in volley aud stall, 
And tlie early birds are far away, 
To bathe their wings in the dazzling ray. 

Joy to every thing beside. 
Wo and ill myself betide. 
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Peace for me is— where ? O, when) i 
In the grave— aiid only there! 

The mom may waken biightly, 

And purple tower and tree ; 
The evening air breathe lightly, 

Willie men sleep di'eomingly ; 
But in moi-n's first hluah will the death-flower 

bloom, 
And the night breeze sweep o'er my dreamlesB 



Tflor gorgeous cloud, in gold and purple furled, 

In thy eareer, I read a mystery ;— 
For, like ihe gilded hopes of this sti-ange world. 

Thou ail delusion ; — yet I gaze on thoe. 
As if tliou wert what thou dose aeem to be, 

Rolling along the heavens, — a golden caTi. — 
T were fine, amid the atare, a wanderer free, 

To lie mthin thy folds, and look afar 
Over the teeming land, and eparkling sea ! — 

How pleasant fl'oni thy bosom to descry 
Ton monarch momitain that doth tower so high, 

A speck — diminished to the distant eye: — 
And cataracts, that pall the ear and sight. 

Twinkling, like tiny dew-dropa in the light! 
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I FEEL a newer life in every gale ; 

The winds, Ihat fan the flowers, 
And with their welcome breathings fill the stul, 
Tell of serener hours,— 
Of liours that glide unfelt away 
Beneath the sky of May. 

The spirit of tlie genlle south- wind calls 

From his blue throne of air. 
And where his whispering voice in music falJa, 
Beauiy is budding there ; 
The bright ones of the valley break 
Their slumbers and awake. 

The waving verdure rolls along tlie plain, 

And the wide forest weaves, 
To welcome back ite playful mates again, 
A canopy of leaves; 
And fiom its darkening shadow floats 
A gush of ti-erabling notes. 

Fmrer and brighter spreads the reign of May ; 

The tresses of tlie woods. 
With the light dallying of the west-wind play, 
And the full-brimming floods, 
As gladly to their goal they run, 
HmI their returning sun. 
10 
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THE GLADIATOR 



Thet led a lion from his den, 

The loi-d of Afriti's sun-acoi'ched plmn ; 

And there he stood, stera foe of men, 

And shook hia flowing mane. 

There 's not of all Eotne's heroes, ten 

That dore abide this game. 

His bright eye nanght of lightning lacked ; 

His voice was like the cataract. 

They brought a dark-haired man along, 
Whose limha with gyves of brass were liound 
Toutlifal he seemed, and bold, and strong, 
And yet vmacathed of womid. 
Blithely he stepped among the throng, 
And careless threw around 
A dark eye, such as oourta the path 
Of hini, who braves a Daciau's wrath. 

Then shouted the plebeian crowd — 
Rung the glad galleries with the sound ; 
And from the throne there spake aloud 
A voice, ' Be the bold nian unbound ! 
Aad, by Rome's sceptre yet unbowed. 
By Rome, earth's monarch crowned, 
Who dares the bold — tlie unequal strife, 
Though doomed to death, shall save his life.' 
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Joy waa upon that darlt man'a faoc, 

And thus, with laughing eye, spake he, 

' Loose ye the lord of Zara's waste. 

And let my arms be free ; 

" He has a martial heart," thou aayest, 

But oh, who will not be 

A hen., when he iighta for life, 

Aud home, and country, — babea, and wifb 

'And thus I for the strife prepare ; 
The Thracian falchion to me bring , 
But aslt the imperial leave to spare 
The shield— a useless thmg. 
Were I a Samnite'a rage to dare, 
Then o'er me should 1 fling 
The broad orb ; but to lion's wrath 
The shield were but a sword of lath,' 

And he has bared his shining blade, 
And springs he on the shaggy foe ; 
Dreadful the strife, hut briefly played — 
The desert-king lies low, 
His long and loud death-how! is made. 
And there must end the show. 
And when the multitude were calm. 
The ikvorite freedroaa took the palm. 

' Kneel down, Rome's emperor beside : ' 
He knelt, that dark man ;— o'er his brow 
Was thrown a wreath in crimson died. 
And fair words gild it now : 
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' Thou Vt tlie bravest youth that ever tried 
To lay a lion low ; 

And from our presence forth thou go'st 
To lead the Dacians of our host.' 

Then flushed his cheek, but not with prid< 
And grieved and g-loomily spoke he : 
My cabin stands where bhlhely glide 
Proud Dajiubc's waters to the sea ; 
I have a young and blooming bride, 
And I have ehildren three ; 
No Roman wealth nor rank can give 
Such joy, as in tJieir arms to live. 

'My -vrife sits at the cabin door, 

Willi throbbiDg heart and swollen eyes ; 

While tears her cheek are coiu-sing o'er, 

She speaks of sundered ties. 

She bids my tender babes deplore 

The death their father dies j 

She tells these jewels of my home, 

I bleed to please the rout of Rome. 

' I cannot let these cherubs stray 
Without their sire's protecting care ; 
And I would chase the griefs away 
Which cloud my wedded fair.' 
The monarch spoke, the guai'ds obey 
And gates unclosed are ; 
He is gone— no goldctt bribes divide 
The Dacian from his babes and bride. 
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When I am dead, no pageant ti-^n 
Shall waste iheir sorrows at my bier, 

Nor ■worthless pomp of homage vain 
Slain it with h3q)ocritic toar; 

For I will die as I did live, 

Nor lake die tiooii I cannot give. 

Ye shall not raise a marble bust 
Upon the spot where I repose ; 

Ye shall not fawn before my dust, 
In hollow circumstance of woes; 

Nor sculptured clay, with lying breath, 

Insult the clay that niouldB beneath. 

Ye shall not pile, with servile toil, 
Your monuments upon my breast, 

Nor yet within the common soil 
Lay down the wreck of power to rest ; 

Where man can boast that he has Irod 

On him that was ' tho scourge of God.' 

10" 
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But ye the moimtmn sli'eam shall turn, 
And lay its secret channel bare, 

And hollow, for your sovereign's urn, 
A reBtlng-pIace forever there : 

Then bid its everlasting springs 

Flow back upon the king of kings j 

And never be the secret said, 

Until the deep give up his dead. 

My gold and silver ye shall fling 

Back to the clods, that gave them birth }— 
The captured crowns of many a king, 

The ransom of a conquered earth: 
For, e'en though dead, will I control 
The Irophies of the capitoL 

But when, beneath the mountain tide, 
Ye Ve Imd your monarch down to rot, 

Ye shall not rear upon its side 

Filial- or mound liD mark the apof; 

For long enough the world has shook 

Ueneath the terrors of my look ; 

And, cow that I have run my race, 

The astonished realms sliall rest a space. 

Mj course was like a river deep. 
And from the northern hills I burst. 

Across the world, in wrath (o sweep. 
And where I went the spot was cursed, 

Nor blade of gi'ass again was seen 

Where Alaric and his hosts had been. 
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See how tteir haughty barrip-rs iail 
Beneath the isiTOr of the Goth, 

Their iron-breasted. legionB quail 
Before my ruthless sabaoth, 

And low the queen of empires kneels, 

And grovels at my ehariot-wlieels. 

Not for myself did I ascend 
In judgment my triumphal car ; 

'T was God alone on high did send 
Tlie avenging Scythian to the war, 

To shake abroad, with iron hand, 

The appointed scourge of his command. 

With iron hand tbat scourge I reared 
O'er guilty king and guilty realm ; 
Destriiction was the ship I steered, 

And vengeance sat upon the helm. 
When, launched in fury on the flood, 
I ploughed my way through seas of blood, 
And, in the stream their hearts had spilt, 
W^hed out the long arrears of guilt. 

Across the everlasting Alp 

I poured the torrent of my powers, 
And feeble Ctesars shrieked for help. 

In vain, within their sevcn-hiilod towers ; 
1 quenched in blood the brightest gem 
That glittered in their diadem, 
And struck a darker, deeper dye 
In the purple of their majesty, 
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And bade my northern banners ebine 
Upon the conquered Palatine. 

My course is run, my errand done ; 

I go to Him from whom I came ; 
But never yet shall set the sun 

Of glory that adoi-ns my name ; 
And Homau hearts shall long be ^ck, 
When men shall tbink of Alaric. 

My course is run, my errand done; 

But darker minlstei-s of late, 
Impatient, round tlie eternal throne, 

And in the caves of vengeance, wait ; 
And HOOD, mankind shall blench away 
Before the name of Attila. 



The deathless leaf that hound 

The bald first Csesar's brow ; 
That men of worth have baltled for 

From days of old till now; 
For which the statesman loils. 

The poet breathes his songs. 
The patriot dares his country's foe, 

To vindicate her wrongs ; — 
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point— to wliat field of fiimo ? 

Where shall the conquest be ? 
What hand sliall ever twine 

The laurel wreath for me ? 

Say, shall I hope to wake 

Sweet echoes from the lyre, 
And lay a gift upon the slirine 

That burns with holy lire ? 
Ah, no ! slight praise awmts 

The poet's breathing strmns ; 
But cold applause or heartless snee 

May recompense his paiaa. 
Poems are under par in our 

UtJlitaviaQ times i 
And motltera frown, suspiciously, 

On all who deal in rhymes. 

Or shall I strlye to win 

The warrior's hard earned glory 
And leave a name posterity 

Shall read io martial story ? 
Alas, the laded pomp of war! 

la these pacific days, 
The soldier rests in idleness 

On his uncrimsoned bays ; 
He seldom dreams of conquest, 

Save in his morning calls ; 
And wins his proudest laurels, 

At promenades and halls. 
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Apaititer? It is joy 

To gaze in beauty's eyes; 
To image scenes of feiry land, 

Green wooda and simny skies — 
But tben to work similitudes 

Of ugly chins and noses. 
And give a rosy hue to cheeka 

That never dreamed of roses } 
To see in living subjects charma 

And make a beauty of a fright — 
Would never do for me. 



an? Shall I talk 

Of burning midnight tapers, 
Speak speeches, quite extempore, 

All ready for the papers ; 
Fight duels on demand. 

Write essays by the lot, 
To-day, sit through a long haiangue, 

To-morrow, stand a shot? 
Consent to think and act 

As other people bid ? — 
I hardly think I ever can : 

Then take again the gift. 
You profifered me but now ; 

That broad and glossy leaf was plucked 
To deck a prouder brow. 
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But as I tread the path 

Some milhons tread beside me, 
May love's kind voice still cheer, 

May friendship's hand atili guide m 
And from the sod that covers mo 

May earliest spring flowers grow ; 
Without a atone to besr the name 

Of him who sleepa below. 



WotTLD I might once before my spirit sink 
Into the blest, Elysian world of shades. 
Visit tlie bappy fields where oLildhood, 
Lapt in its dreams of heaven, joyous reposed. 

The humble hush, which hides the linnet-neat 
In its cool shade, waves with a sweeter hum. 
My friend, than all the groves of laurel 
Over the ashea of a conc[uerer! 

The hroofc, that cuts the meadow, where a boy 
I gathered violets, runa irith a swe 
Through aiders which my father planted, 
Than the Blandusian silver fountain 
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The hi!I, whei-e many groups of happy bojH 
Swing on the branches of the linden trco, 
DeUghts mo more than the high mountain, 
Batiing its eiimmit in the golden sunbeams! 

Woiild I might once, before my spirit sink 
Into the blest Elysian world of shades. 
Visit the happy fields where childhood, 
Lapt in its dreams of heaven, joyous reposed. 

Then may die minister of death, in smiles, 
His torch extinguish. I will gladly Iiaste 
To Xenopton, and Plato's wiadom. 
And to Anacreon's bright myrfle wreath. 



THE SEA DIVER, 



Mt way is on the bright blue sea, 
My sleep upon its rocking tide ; 

And many an eye has followed me 
Where billows clasp the worn sea-side 



My plumage bears the crimson blush. 
When ocean by the sun is kissed ! 

When fades the evening's purple flush, 
My dark wing cleaves the silver mist. 
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Pull many a fathom down beneath 
The bright arch of the splendid deep, 

My ear has heard the sea shell breathe 
O'er living myriads in their sleep. 

They rested hy tlie coral tlirone, 

And by the pearly diadem, 
Where the pale sea-grape had o'ergi-own 

The glorious dwellings mode for tliem. 

At night upon my storm-drenched wing, 
J poised above a helmlcss bark. 

And soon I sow the shattered, thing 
Had passed away and left no mark. 

And when the wind and storm had done, 
A ship, that had rode out the gale, 

Sunk down — without a signal gun, 
And none was left to tell the tale, 

J saw the pomp of day depart, — 
The cloud resign its golden crown, 

When to the ocean's healing heart, 
Tlie sailor's wasted corse wont down. 

Peace be to those whose graves are made 
Beneath the bright and silver sea ! — 

Peace that tlieir relics there were Itud 
With no vain pride and pageantry, 

n 
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We come, we come ! and ye feel o 
As we 're haMeuing on in 
And over the mountains, and over the deep. 
Our broad invisible pioiona sweep, 
Jjike the spirit of Liberty, wild and free ! 
And ye look on o«r works, and own 'tis wc, 
Ye call us the Winds, but can ye tell 
Whither we go, or wtiere we dweil? 

Ye mark as w^e vary onr forms of power. 

And fell the forest, or fan tlie flower, 

When the hare-bell moves, and the rush is bent. 

When the tower 's o'erthrown, and the oak is rem 

As we waft the bark o'er the slumbering wave. 

Or hiury its crew to a watery grave ; 

And ye say it is we ! but can ye trace 

The wandering Winds to ttcir secret place ? 

And whether our breath be loud and high, 
Or come in a soft and balmy sigh. 
Our threatenings fill tlie soul witli fear. 
Or our gentle whisperings woo the ear 
With music aerial, still 't is we ; 
And yo list, and ye look, but what do you see ? 
Can ye hush one sound of our voice to peace. 
Or woken one note when oiu* numbers cease ? 



Hostt!.:[jvGoOgIf 



TO THE MEMOKY OF J. G. O. BRAIFAILD. 123 

Our dwelling is in tlie Almighty's hand ; 
We come and we go at his command, 
Though joy or sorrow may mark our track, 
His will is our guide, and we look not ba.ck ; 
And i^ in our wralli, ye would turn us away, 
Or win ns in gentlest air to play, 
Then lift up your hearts to him who hinds, 
Or hrcos, as he wiU, the obedient Winds, 



TO THE MEMORY OF J. G. C. ERAINARD. 



GoKB to the land of silence— to the shadows of the 

With the green turf on thj bosom, and the gray 

stone at thy head ! 
Hath thy spirit too departed ? Doth it never linger 

When the dew upon the howling flower is falling 

like a tear ? — 
When the sunshine lights the green earth.Iike the 

perfect smile of God, 
Or when the moonlight gladdens, or the pale stars 

look abi'oad? 

t fellowship with the 
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With the green U'ees, and the quiet streams around 

thy plaoe of hirth ? 
The wave tliat wanders seaward — the tall, gray 

hills, whereou 
Lingers, as if for sacrifice, tlie last light of the 

The feir of form,— the pure of soul — the eyes that 

shone, when thou 
Wast answering to their smile of Jove — art ftou not 

vrith them now ? 

Thou ait sleeping calmly, Brainai'd — but the fame 

denied thco when 
Tby way was with the multitude — the living tide 

of men, 
Is burning o'er thy sepulchre — a holy light and 

strong, 
And gifted ones are kneeling there, to breathe thy 

words of song — 
The beautiful and pure of soiii — ^thc lights of Earth's 

cold bowers — 
Are twilling on thy funerai-stoue a coronal o( 

flowers ! 

Ay, freely hath the tear been given— and freely hath 

gone forth 
The sigh of grief, that one like thee should pass 

away from Earth: — 
Yet those who mourn thee, mourn thee-not like 

those to wliom is pven 
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No soothing hope, no blissful tlioiight of parted 
fiiends ill Heaven — 

They feel that tliou wast summoned to the Chris- 
tian's high reward. 

The everlasting joy of those whose trust is in the 



MORNING- TWILIGHT. 



Ths mountains are blue in the morning air. 
And the woods are sparkling witli dewy light ; 
The winds, as they wind througii the hollows, bear 
The breath of the hlossoma that wake by night. 
Wide o'er the bending meadows i-oll 
The mists, like a lightly moving sea ; 
The sun is not risen — and over the whole 
There hovers a silent mystery. 

The pure blue sky is in calm repose ; 
Tbe pillowy clouiis are sleeping there; 
So stilly the brook in its covert flows, 
¥ou would think its murmur a breath of air. 
The water that floats in the glassy pool, 
Half hid by the willows that line its brink. 
In its deep rece^ has a look so cool, 
One would worship its nymph, as he bent to drink. 
11* 
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Pure find beautiful thoughts, at this e^rly hour, 
Go off to the home of tlie bright and blessed ; 
They steal on the heai't with an unseen power, 
And ita passionate thi-olibiugs are Imd al rest : 
O ! who would not catch, from Uie quiet eky 
And tlie mountains that soar in tlie hazy air, 
When hia hnibingcr tells that the sun is nigh, 
Tiie risioua of bliss that ace floating there. 



I I.OVED to hear the war-horu cry, 

And panted at the driiin's deep roll ; 
And held my breath, when— flaming high— 
I saw our starry banners fly, 
As challenging the haughty sky, 

They went like batfle o'er my soul : 
For I waa so ambitious tJien, 
I burned to he the slave^of mea. 

I stood and saw flie morning light, 
A standard swa^ng far and free ; 

And loved it like the conqu'ring flight 

Of angels floaliug wide and bright 

Above tbe stars, above the fight 

Where nations warred for lil)ertyj 
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NIGHTFALL. 

Anil thought I heard the battle cry 
Of trumpets in the hollow sky. 

I SEuletl upon the dark-blue deep: 

And shouted to the eaglet soaring ; 
And hung me fi'om a rocking steep. 
When all but frpirits were asleep ; 
And oh, my very soul would leap 

To hear the gsHant waters roaring ; 
For every sound and shape of sU'ife 
To me, was hut the breath of life 



But, I ai 

I love no more the bugle's voice— 
The rushing wave— the plunging prow— 
Tlie mountain with his clouded brow— 
The thunder when his blue sUies bow. 
And all the sons of God i-ejoice- 
I love to dream of tears and sighs 
And shadowy hair and haif-ehut eyes 



AUTUMNAL NIGHTFALL, 



RouKD Autumn's mouldering tirn, 
Loud mourns the chill and ciieerlesB gale, 
When nighlfeU shades tlie quiet vale. 

And stars ift beauty bum. 
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T 'is the year's eventide. 
The wind, — hke one that sighs in pain, 
O'er joys that ne'er will bloom again, 

Mourns on the far hill-side. 

And yet my pensive eye 
Rests on the fiiint blue mountain long, 
And for the fairy-land of song, 

That lies beyond, I sigh. 

The moon unveils her brovr ; 
In the mid-sky her urn glows bright. 
And ill her pale and mellow light 

The valley sleeps belov^. 

I stand deep musing here, 
Beneath the dark and motionless beech, 
Whilst wandering winds of iiightfidl reach 

My melancholy ear. 

The sir breathes chill and free ; 
A Spirit, in soft music, calls 
Fi'om Autumn's gray and mosa-grown halls 

And round her withered li'ec. 

The hoar and mantled oak. 
With moss and twisted ivy brown, 
Bends in its lifeless beauty down 

Where weeds tlie fountain choke. 

Leaves, that the night-wind beai's 
To eartb's coid bosom willi a sigh, 
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Arc types of our mortality, 
And of our fading yeai's, 

The tree tliat sliades the plaio, 
Wasting and hoar as time decays, 
Spring shall renew with cheerful days, — 

But not my joys again. 



A PARTING SONG- 

This autumn-close — this autumn-close — 

With all its rich delights. 
Its high and blue and silent days, 

Its deep and holy nights ; 
My memory shall turn to them 

From all its vagrant flights. 

The painted fields, the bumislied clouds, 
The gold embroidered floods. 

The autumn's glance on all tlie hills, 
His mantle on the woods, 

Shall be, tlirough waning winter moons, 
To me as present goods. 

V ve stood upon thy hills, fiur land. 

When morning filled the sky. 
And over gleaming sea and isle 
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I A PAilTlNG SONO. 

Tlie monarch aim rode high ; 
So thy proud beauty in my thought 
Liveth, and may not die. 

And I have bowed beneath the power 

That ruled tlie paiting day, 
When harmonies of living hues 

Were poured o'er hill and bay, 
And stars shone out, and moona rose up 

And yet their light will stay. 

Their images will linger yet 

To light my happy dreams, 
As lovely forms that bend above. 

The bosoms of calm streams, 
And years tfiat flow, like waves, away, 

Still give their pleasant gleams. 

This autumn-cIOBe — this autumn-close— 

How fondly I may slirine 
Its social joys and heartfelt mirth. 

To be a jewel-mine, 
WitJiin the caves of fiiture years, 

With fadeless wealth to shme. 

So 'mid the wasting cares and toils. 

Sad foSlies, and dark strife, 
Tiiat sweep, like wint'ry storms, along 

The crowded ways of life, 
1 may pass on, and have no want j 

With thoughtful pleasures rife. 
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And tiien, &ir land, I may return 
Back to thy kindred heart. 

And cliisp its love, and broatlie its 1 
All cool for passion's smart ; 

And through all time, beneath all g 
This hope shall not depart. 



HYMN AT MIDNISHT. 



SocRCE of all life, and joy, and light! 

Creator of eacb starry sphere, 
That o'er me, on the arch of night, 

Gleams like a diamond, bright and clear. 
Oh, aa I gaze, transported now, 

Upon this bine, resplendent dome, 
Deign but to hear my jirayer, that Thou 

Wilt call my erring spirit home : 

Home fiom the world's fast ft.ding bowers, 

Frail visions and deluding dreams, 
To that iair clime of Eden's flowers, 

Sweet airs and softly gliding streaias. 
Oh, malie me feel tliat while I stay, 

A stranger and sojourner here, 
My Boul must seek its homeward way, 

Fur, far bevond each stai'ry sphere ! 
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I kneel before thy gorgeous throne, 

Upon thy footstool. King of kings ! 
And, gazing on the glories strewn 

Beneath the Holy Spirit's wings, 
Abject and weak my awe-stiiick heart 

Would fl-om thy dreadful presence flee, 
li^ Saviour, 111 on didst not itn[iart 

Rays of undying hope to me. 



Though ftoni its fieiy splendors far ; 

So from thy love. Almighty One, 
My spirit drinks immortal light, 

Oh, never may that light decay. 
But, like yon diamond of the night 

In heaven's own beauty melt away. 



SONG, 



We break the glass, whose sacred wine 

To. some beloved health wo drain. 
Lest future pledges, less divine, 

Should e'er the hallowed toy profane ; 
And thus I broke a heait that poured 

Tts tide of feeling out for Ihee, 
In draughts, by after-times deplored, 

Yet dear to memory. 
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But still the old impasaioned ways 

And habits of my mind remain, 
And still unhappy hght displays 

ThLne image chambered in my brain. 
And still it looks as when the hours 

Went by like flights of sii:ging hhda, 
On tliat soft chiuii of spoken flowers, 

And airy gems, thy words. 



Where are now the flowers tliat once detmned me 
Like'a loiterer ou my early way ? 
Where the fragrant wreaths that softly chained me, 
When young Ufe was like an infent's play ? 

Were they but the fencied dreams, that hoyer 
Round the couch where tender hearts repose ? 
Only pictured veils tliat brightly cover 
■ With their skyey tints a w^orld of woes ? 

They are gone— but Memory loves to cherish 
All their sweetness in her deepest core. 
Ah ! (lie recollection cannot perish, 
Though the eye may never meet them more. 
12 
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134 SUNRISE ON THE UlLLS. 

There are hopes, that like enchantment hrighb 
Gaily in the van of coming years ; 
They are never met— and yet they lighten, 
When we wuik in sorrow and in tears. 

When the present only teUs of anguish, 
Then we know their worth, and only then : 
O ! the wasted heart will cease to languish. 
When it thinks of joys that might have heen. 

Ago, and suffering, and want, may sever 
Every link, that bound to life, in twain : 
Hope — even Hope may vanish, but forever 
Memory with her visions will remain. 



SUNRISE ON THE HILLS. 



I STOOD upon the hills, when heaven's wide arch 
Was glorious with the sun's returning march, 

And woods were brightened, and soft gales 

Went forth to kiss the sun-clad vries. 
The clouds were far heneath me :— bathed in light 
They gathered mid- way round the wooded height, 

And in their fading glory shone 

Like hosts in battle overthrown. 
As many a pinnacle with shifting glance, 
Through the gray mist thrust up its shattered lance, 
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And rocking on the cliff whs left 

The dark pine blasted, bare, and cleft. 

The veil of cloud mas liiVcd, — and below 

Glowed the rich valley, and the river's flow 

Was darkened by the forest's shade, 

Or glistened in the white cascade, 

Wlicre upward in the mellow blush of day 

The noisy bittern wheeled his spiral way. 

I heard tlie distant waters dash — 

I saw the current whhl and flash — 
And richly by the blue lake's silver beach 
The woods were bending with a silent reach. 

Then o'er the vale with gentle swell 

The mu^c of the village bell 

Came sweetly to the echo-giving hills. 
And the wild horn, whose voice the woodland fills 
Was ringing to the merry shout 
That fiiint and fiir the glen sent out. 
Where, answering to the sudden shot, thin smoke 
Through thick-leaved hranchea from the dmgle 

If thou art worn and hard beset 
With Borrows that thou wouldst forget, — 
If thou wouldst read a leeson that will keep 
Thy bcait from fainting and thy soul from sleep. 
Go to the woods and hills ! — no tears 
Dim tlie sweet look that nature wears. 
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AMERICA TO GREAT BRITAIN. 



AiL liail ! tliou noble land, 

Our lathers' natiye soil ! 

O sti-etch thy mighty Ijand, 

Gigantic grown by toil. 

O'er ihe vast Atlaotic wave to our shore : 

For thou, with magic might, 

Canst reach to whore die light 

Of Phoebus travels bright 

The world o'er ! 

The Genius of our cliine, 

From hia pine-embattled steep. 
Shall hail the gieat sublime ; 
While the Tritons of the deep 
With their conchs the kindred league shall proclaim, 
Then let the world combine — 
O'er the main our naval liue, 
Lilte the milky way, shall shine 
Bright in fame 1 

Though ages long have passed 

Since our fethers left their home, 
Their pilot in the blast. 

O'er untraveiicd seas to roam,- — ■ 
Yel liyea the blood of England ia our veins ! 
And shall we not proclaim 
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That blood of lionest fame, 
Wllich no tyranny can tarne 
By its chains ? 

While the language, free and boid, 

Which the bard of Avon sung, 
In which our Milton told 

How the vault of heaven rung, 
When Satan, blasted, fell with all his hi 
While thia, with revei-ence meet, 
Ten thousand echoes greet. 
From rock lo rock repeat 
Round our coast : , 



While the manners, while the arlu, 

That mould a nation's soul. 
Still cling around our hearts. 
Between let Ocean roll, 
Our joint communion breaking with the 8iin 
Yet, still, from either beach, 
The voice of blood shall reach, 
More audible than speech, 
'We are One!' 

13" 
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E ONCIIANGEAB1.E. 



LOVK UNCHANGEABLE. 



Yes ! still I love thee — Time who sets 

His signet ou my brow, 
And duns my sunken eye, forgets 

The heart he could not bow j— 
Wtiere love, that cannot peiish, grows 
For one, alas ! that little knows 

How love may sometimes last ; 
Like stmshinc wasting in the sldea, 

When clouds are overcast 

The dew-drop hanging o'er the rose, 

Witliin its robe of light, 
Can never touch a leaf that blows, 

Though seeming, to the sight ; 
And yet it stiD will linger there, 
Like hopeless love without despair, — 

A snow-drop in the sun! 
A moment finely esquiate, 

Alas ! but only one. 

I would not have thy married heart 

Think momently of me, — 
Nor would I tear the cords apart, 

That hind me so to thee ; 
No ! while my thoughts seem pure and mild 
Like dew upon the roses wild. 
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THE STAR AND THE LILY. 

1 would not have thee know, 
The su-eain that seems to ihee so stu., 
Has suoh a tide below ! 

Enough ! that in dehcious dreams 

I see thee and forget — 
Enough, that when the morning beams, 

I feel my eye-lida wet ! 
Yet, could I hope, when Time shall fall 
The darkness for creation's pall, 

To meet thee — and to love,^ 
I woidd not shrink from aught below. 

Nor Hsk for moro above. 



THE STAR AND THE LILY. 

The sun stepped down from his golden throne, 

And lay in the sUent aea, 
And ihe Lily had folded her satin leaves, 

For a sleepy thing was she ; 
What was the Lily dreaming about ' 

O -what is that to you ? 
And why did she open her drooping lids 

And look al the sky so blue ? 

The Rc«e is cooling his hurtling cheek, 

In tlie lap of Ihe breatliless tide — 
Tliou hast many a sister fresh and fair. 
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That would lie by the Rose's side ; 
He would love thee better tliaa all the test, 

And he would be fond and true, — ■ 
But the Lily unfolded her weary lids, 

And looked at the sky so blue. 

Now think thee, think thee thou silly one. 

How fast will thy summer glide. 
And wilt tliou wither a virgin pale. 

Or flourish a blooming bride ? 
O (lie Rose is old, and thorny, and cold, 

And he lives on earth, said she. 
But the star is fair and ho lives in the air, 

And he shall my bridegi'oom be. 

But what if the stormy cloud should eomo, 

And ruffle the silver soa, 
Would he turn his eye from the disfmt sky, 

To smile on a thing Uke thee ? 
O no fair Lily, he will not send 

One ray from his fiir off throne, 
The \rinds shall blow and the waves shall Soi 

And tliou wilt be left alone. 



There is not a leaf on 

Nor a drop of evening dew, 
Nor a golden sand on the sparkling- shore, 

Nor a pearl in the waters blue, 
That he has not cheered with liis fickle smil 

And wanned with his fiiithless beam, — 
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And wrill he be ti-ue to a pallid flower 
That floats on the quiet stream ? 

Alas for tlie Lily ! she would oot heed, 

But turned to the skies afw, 
And bared her brenst to the trembling ray, 

That shot from the rising star ; 
The cloud came over the darkened sky. 

And over the waters wide: 
She looked in vnin dirougJi the beating rain, 

And sunlc in the stonny tide. o. 



TO MY CIGAR. 



Yes, social friend, I love tliec well, 

In learned doctors' spite ; 
I love thy fragrant, misty spell, 

I love thy calm delight. 

What though they tell, with phizzes long. 

My years ai'e sooner past ; 
I would reply, with reason strong, 

They 're sweeter while they last 

And oft, mild fl'iead, to me thou art 

A monitor, though still ; 
Thou speak'st a lesson to my heart, 
Boyond the preacher's skill. 
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Tliou 'if like the man of worth, wivo gives 

To goodness every day, 
The odor of whose virtues lives. 

When he has passed away, 

Wfeen in the lonely evening hour, 

Attended but by thee. 
O'er history's vai'ied page I pore, 

Man's iate in thine I see. 

Oft as thy snowy column grows, 

Then breaks and fells away, 
I trace how mighty realms have rose. 

Thus tumbled to decay. 

Awhile like thee earth's masters burn, 
And smoke and fiimo around. 

And then like thee to ashes tin-n. 
And mingle witii the ground. 

Life's but a leaf adroitly rolled, 
And time's the wasting breath, 

That late or early, we behold, 
Gives all to dusty death. 

From beggar's fl'ieze to monarch's robe, 
One common doom is passed, 

Sweet nature's works, tiie swelling globe. 
Must al) burn out at last. 
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TO THE SOUTH WIND, 1 

And what is be who smokes thee now ? — 

A little moving heap, 
That soon like tliee to fale must bow, 

With thee in dust must sleep. 

Biit thongh thy ashes downward go, 

Thy essence rolls on high ; 
Thus when my body must lie low, 

Sly soul shall cleave ihe sky. 



TO THE SOUTH WIND. 



Balmy hreeze from the blossomy South, 
Kissing iny lips with thy tender mouth, 
Touching my forehead with delicate hand, 
Lifting my b(ur «p with breath so bland. 
And bathing my head with scents of flowers, 
Borne from the laps of Southern bowera, — 
Balmy breeze, I behold not thee. 
Yet oh ! how beautiful thou must be ! 

Stay — wilt thou stay, sweet breeze !— ah ! now 
It hath fled away from my lip and brow ; 
There, over the pltun its wide robe spreads. 
And the geiUle flowera arc bending their heads ; 
It hath entered the wood, — the beautiful hrfeeze ' 
I hear its music among the trees ; 
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And now ft is passing over the river, 
I Ifnow by tlie water's timid quiver. 

Balmy breeze ! — I beliold not thee, 
But, Oh ! how beautiful thou must be ! 
Come, thou breeze, from the bloomy South, 
Kias my lips with thy tender mouth ; 
Touish my brow with thy delicate hand, 
And take me away to thy Southern loud; 

But dwell with me m diy spirit's home. 



When tlie tree of love is budding first. 

Ere yet its leaves ore green. 
Ere yet, by shower and sunbeam nurst 

lis in^mt life has been ; 
The wild hee'8 slightest touch might wring 

The buds fi^iii off the tree. 
As the gentle dip of the swallow's wing 

Breaks the bubbles on the sea. 
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But when its open leaves have tbuud 

A home in tlie free air, 
Pluck them, and there remdns a ivoumi 

That ever rankles there. 
The blight of hope and happiness 

Is felt when fond ones part, 
And the bitter tear that follows is 

The life-blood of the heart. 

When the flame of loTB is kindled first, 
'T is the fire-fly's light at even, 

'T is dim a.= wandering stars that burst 
In the blue of the summer heaven. 

A. breath can bid it burn no more, 

. Or if^ at times, its beams 

Come on the memory, they pass o'er 
Like shadows in our dreams. 

But when that flame has blazed into 

A being and a power, 
And smiled in scorn upon the dew 

That fell in its first warm hour, 
T is the flame that curls round the marty 

Wliose task is to destroy ! 
'T is the lamp on the altars of the dead, 

Whose light is not of joy ! 

Then crush, even ia their hour of birth, 

The infent buds of Love, 
And tread his growing fire to earth, 
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146 HIGHLAND DALLAD. 

Ere H te dark in clouds above ; 
Cherish no more a cypress tree 

To shade (hy future years, 
Nor nurse a heart-flame that may be 

Ctuenched only with thy tears. 



HIGHLAND BALLAD, 
THE jnNSTnEi.. 



Fair lot befall tlie minstrel ! 

Bright sky and sliadcless earth, 
Read ye what his deep eyes tell — 

The wizard poet's birth — 
Ye sprites, whose charge of duty 

Is over land and sea, 
To breathe the tints of beauty. 

And rear the strong and free — 

Let spring for him the fountains, 

And spread for him tlie bower, 
RIe high the 'battled mountains, 

[Jufotd the ample flower ; 
Let all be for the minstrel, 

For he is born of them, — 
To weave for him tlie song-spell, 

To stud his diadem. 
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HIGHLAND BALLAD. 

Traco ye his boundless empire 

Upon the midnight air. 
With pencils of the red fire — 

He walks a monarch there ! 
Nevis he his high altar, 

Its clouds his temple dome, 
His brave heart shall not feJter — 

The minstrel-priest shall come. 

And when the day is glowing 

Above the vrindless deep. 
The glassy wavea are flowmg 

With alow and idle svpeep, 
Then launch him in a light boat 

Upon the slumhering main, 
That he may know what dreams float 

O'er ocean's mighty brain. 

And fair befall the minstrel 

Within the homes of men ! 
Ye fairy elves that aye dwell 

By highland hill and glen, 
Lead ye his footsteps ever. 

At rosy dawn and eve, 
When bright leaves toss and quiver, 

And peoj'ly dew-nets weave. 

In princely halls of wassail 

Fill him the cup of cheer, 
While o'er the conqueror's festal 
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THE MERMAID'S SONG. 

His harp is linging clear ; 
And in the liumble shealing 

Spread fresh his heather bed, 
That dreams fi'om perfume EtealiDg 

May wreath his sleeping head. 

So through life's desei-ts dreary, 

Lone waste and busy town, 
His step may ne'er grow weary, 

His smootli brow never frown ; 
And when his quick glance slumbera 

From aught of earth or air, 
Breathe o'er his rest soil numbers — 

So let his lot be fan-! 



THE MERMAID'S SONG. 

CoMK, mariner, down in the deep with me, 

And hide thee under the wave — 
For I have a bed of coral for theo ; 
And quiet and sound shall thy slLimbers be 

In a cell in the Mermaid's cave. 

On a pillow of pearls thine eye shall sleep. 

And nothing disturb thee lliere ; 
The lishes their silent vigils shall keep — 
There sliall be no grass thy grave to sweep 
But the silk of the Mermtud's hair. 
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THE SHOWER. 

And she who is waiting with cheek so pale, 

"is tlie tempest and ocean roar ; 
And weeps when she heaiB the niecaciiig gale 
Or sighs to behold her mariner's sail 

Come whitening up to the shore. 

She h^ not tong to linger for ihec ;— 

Her sorrows ahall soon be o'er ; 
For, the cord shall be broke and the prisoner 1 
Her eye sliall dose ; and her dreams will be 

So sweet she will wake no more ! 



THE SHOWER. 



The pleasant rain !— the pleasant rain ! 

By fits it plashing falls 
Oa twarigling leaf and dimpling pool, — 

How sweet its warning calls! 
They know it— all the bosomy vales, 

High slopes, and verdant meads; 
The queenly elms and princely oaks, 

Bow down their grateful heads. 

The withering grass, and iading flowers, 
And drooping shrubs look gay ; 

The bubbly brook, with gladlier eoiig. 
Hies on its endless way ; 
13* 
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All things of earth — the grateful thiiigsl 

Put on their rohes of cheer, 
They hear the Boimd of the warning burst, 

And know the rain is near. 

I drink to cooler breath, 
It is rich with sighs of fmnting flowers 

And roses' fragrant death ; 
It hath kissed the tomb of the lily pale, 

The beds where violets die, 
And it beare their life on its living wings— 

I foel it wandering by. 

And, yel, it comes ! the lighming's flash 

Hath torn the loweritig cloud, 
With a distant roar, and a nearer crash, 

Out bursts the thunder loud. 
It comes, with the rush of a god's descent 

On the hushed and ireinbling earth, 
To visit the shrines of the hallowed groves 

Where a poet's soul had birtJi. 

With a rush, as of a thousand steeds. 

Is the mighty gods' descent ; 
Beneatli the weight of his passing tread. 

The conscious groves are bent. 
His heavy tread— it is lighter now — 

And yet it passeth on ; 
And now it is up, with a sudden lift, — 

The pleaeant rain hath gone. 
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HIS CAPTORS TO rt 

The pleasant rain !— iho [ _ . . 

It hath passed above the earth, 
I see the Biiiile of the opening cloud, 

Like the psited lips of mii'th. 
The golden joy is spreading wide. 

Along the blushing west. 
And the happy eai'lh gives back her Bniiles, 

Like the glow of a grateful breast. 

As a blessing miks ia a grateful heart. 

That knoweth all ita need, 
So came the good of the pleasant rtun, 

O'er hill and vei-daat mead. 
It shall breathe tliis tnith on the human ear, 

In ball and cotter's home. 
That to bring the gift of a bounteous heaven 

The pleasant ram hath come. 



HIS CAPTORS TO ANDRE. 

Look on us, Briton ! readest thou 

Aught base or craven here ? 
On tftttee swart Ups and toil-worn browe 

Is stamped the sign of fear? 
Look, man of courts, for knowest thou not 

Rude anns and peasant-vest 
Are hghtnmgs in a patriot's grasp. 

Proof-mail upon hia breast? 
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Go to ! we would not wrong the truth 

That fills thy noble eye ; 
That broad, pale forehead's Jift of pride 

Should take no shameful dye j 
We would not that a bribe should be 

Clasped in a brave man's hold — 
'Tia a base weapon, vaiiily drown — 

Briton ! put up thy gold ! 

Nor hope thou thus by prayer or tlireat 

To go hence fi'ee and proud ; 
How faintly falls the speech of man 

When God's deep voice is loud ! 
God and our eounlry ! hallowed words 

Breathe it but in thy heart — 
Briton ! ihen crave ua tliat we hid 
A mortal ibe depart. 

Within our souls there is a voice- 
Within our eyes a fire — ■ 

Leaving to pity's moan no ear. 
No glance to low desire: 

Our country's wrong— -our country's hope- 
Are wi'itten on heaven's wall — 

We may but read that lightning scroll — 
Hear but its thunder call. 

We may but meet thee as a foe — 

Lead thee but aa a slave — 
Startest thou ? yet that proud form may bo 
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F THE OSAOE WARRIOR. ISI 



To fill a felon's grave ! 
Go thou with us — our l^t resolve 

PercbaQce thy doom — is told — 
Thinkest thou to buy a patriot's soul I 

Briton ! put up thy gold ! 



FUNERAL OF THE OSAGE WARRIOR. 



A MIGHTY fiirm lay stretched and cold 

Beside his last retreat, 
The spear was in his mantle's fold, 

The quiver at his feet ; 
Grave, hoary men with stifled moan 

Moved OQ sedate and slow, 
While woman's shrili, unheeded tone 

Broke forth in lawless wo. 

Strange BigM!— amid that flmeral train 

A lofty steed stood nigh, 
With arching neck and curling mane, 

With bold, yet wondering cje. 
But when the wnil grew wild and loud, 

His flery nostril spread. 
As though he heard the war-whoop proud 

And rushed to carnage red. 
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154 EUNEEAL 01 THE OSAGE WAMIIOB. 

' Steed of the windB ! — thy lord doth roam 

Cay through the spirit's land, 
Where no pale tyrant's eye shaE conic 

To frown on the happy hand, 
Wten o'er the night, hke meteor sEreama 

The lamp of theh revels free, 
Hia hunting apear in lightning gleams, 

And he waits, he calls for thee. 

He must not at the chase be late, 

He, of the soul of fire. 
Haste 1 Haste ! '—the death-shot seals hia fate, 

With sharp and sudden ire. 
One leap,— -one groan, — and all was huehett. — 

Ho bowed his noble head, 
And fiiie the deep, red streamlet gushed 
To lave hia master's bed. 

Sad groups to guard their chieftain's clay 

The tumulus prepare, 
While low a weeping mourner lay 

With dark, dishevelled hair. 
And when the evening alar is bright, 

Full oft her widowed cry. 
Goes forth upon the stilly night, 

' Why warrior,~didst thou die ? ' — 
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Thet dread no storm that lowers, 

No perished joys bewail, 
They pluck no thom-clad flowers. 

Nor drink of streams that iail, 
There is no tear-drop in their eye, 

No change upon their brow. 
The placid bosom heaves no sigh, 

Though all earth's idols bow. 

Who are so greatly blest ? — 

From whom hath sorrow fled ? — 
Who share such deep, unbroken rest, 

While all things toil ?— The dead ! 
The holy dead !— why weep ye so 

Above the sabie bier ? — 
Tlirice blessed! — they have done with wo 

The living cltum the tear. 

Go to their sleeping bowers, 

Deck their low couch of clay 
With early spring's uneolored flowery 

And when they fade away. 
Think of the amaranthine wreath 

The bright bowers never dim, 
And tell me why tliou flyest from death 

Or hidest thy fjiends from him ?- 
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15B PHiLoaoFHY, 

We dream but they awake, 

Dark visions mai- our rest, 
Through thorns aud anaree our waj we tak' 

And jet we mourn (he blest ! 
For those who throng the eternal Throne 

Lost ai'e the tears we shed, — • 
They are the living, — they alone 

Whom thus we call the dead. 



PHILOSOPHY. 

It waa a fleeting passion, brief and vain, 
As the mere shadow of an idle dream. 
And bound me slightly as a silkea chain 
Might bind the flowing breeze or floating strea 
ft happened thus — I met her, called her dear, 
And vt-hispered loving nonsense in her ear. 

It grew upon me, and in time I caino 

To think upon her often when away ; 

And yet more brightly burned the rising flame ; 

And, while her image haunted me by day, 

Oft to my nightly visions came the glance, 

That beamed so sweetly in the evening dance. 

Thus it went on. It waa no fault of mine 
That I should dearly lovo to sit and talk with hi 
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That in the moonlight or the bright Ktar shine, 
I thought it very sweet indeed lo walk with her ; 
And chat of balf a millou pretty things, 
Which beauty's presence to your tongue's end 

I was not far ftom twenty, and the feiry. 
Within some seven years, -was about the same ; 
For tlie rhyme's sake we 'II call oiir beauty Mary, 
Though 1 assure you that is not her name : 
Excuse my noting names and ages so. 
But then 1 thought that you might like to know. 

' She loved me, often promised that her iove 
Should cling to me, while she should cling to life ; 
She called upon the burning stars above, 
And whispered something of that sweet word, wife ; 
But what is endless love, except where cash is? 
The fitbled fruit of blooming gilded ashes. 

Do you like letter-reading? if you do, 
I have some twenty dozen very pretty ones ; 
Gay sober, rapturous, solemn, very true, 
And very lying — stupid ones, and witty ones; 
On gilt edged paper, blue perhaps or pink. 
And frequently in fancy colored ink. 

And til en the seals— a silver crcsont moon, 
Witli half a line of melting French or Latin j 
The flower which has an eye as bright as noon, 
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And leiif as delicate as softest satin, 

Called the Forget-me-not, but known as well 

By twenty names I cannot stop to tel! — 

A leaf Tiith half a dozen words, that mean 
' I only change in death ; ' a gentle dove, 
With an Italian motto — you have seen 
Fifty just like them, if you've been in love 
And had occasion to write billet-doux, 
Or had them written in return to you. 

Do you like trinkets ? I have chiuns and rings, 
And ringlets of her own dark, glossy hair, 
Lockets, and fevors, aod the little things. 
That gentlemen in love are worn to -wear ; 
Among the rest a pair of hearts — in token 
Of her ov™ faithlessness, one heart is hiokeu ! 

Now who would think it? I am very quiet, 

And not disposed to murmur at the sex. 

And though, I fancy, if disposed to try it 

I might tell tales that would be apt to vex 

Some pert coquettes — yet, lake them on the whole, 

You very seldom find one with a soul. 

It was a very charming autumn night. 

When forest leaves had not yet changed their hue, 

The many sentinel stars were shining bright 

Infthe o'erarching sky's unclouded blue; 

And every thing, aroimd ua and above. 

Breathed sweetest incense to our vows of love. 
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PHrtosoPHY. 

That autumn evening I remember yet, 

It waa so full of joy ; und you may say, 

That I liod little reason to forget 

Such an occaision to my dying day ; 

I parted from her at eleven or past, 

And little thought that parting was our last. 

I knew there was a rival in the case, 
A very rich and very stupid fellow ; 
With bushy whiskers on an ugly face, 
And a complexion not a little yellow ; 
Six feet in height, and of a stately carriage, 
And of an age to make a prudent marriage. 

But that did not diminish my surprise, 
When, on the very ailemoon succeeding, 
A black-sealed billet met my startled eyes. 
Filled to the brim with enterttuning reading ; 
It was, indeed, most singularly phrased, 
And left me quite peculiarly amazed. 

She was extremely sorry, on her soul, 
Hoped I might still continue as a brother, 
JJut circumstances, she could not control. 
Forced her, alas ! to marry with another ; 
And friends, regardless of her deep affection, 
Ilad interfered to sever 



I am not of Che fiimily of Stoics, 

And thought at first of nothing short of death ; 
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160 rniLOSOPHY. 

And. fell into the most insane heroics, 
And raved till altogether out of breath ; 
Tiiea took a litile walk to make my mlud up, 
On some fit means my short career to wind up. 

Philosophy, however, is the only 
Balm for the evils of this changing life ; 
It soothes alike the married and the lonely, 
Healing the ill of maiden or of wife ; 
Husbaude and youihfiil bachelors may find, too, 
A solace in it when they have a mind lo. 

And so 1 called it one more bubble broken, 

Another vision fiided quite away, 

Anottier trusted promise falsely spoken. 
Another star gone out, another ray 
Of tho proud Buu extinguisbed, and so on 
Till all my words and similes were gone. 

I left my lodgings in the morning stage, 

And spent a few weeks in a southern city ; 

My inind j-eturned to me before an age, 

And some few faces once again seemed pretty ; 

I foimd some cheeks as delicate as roses, 

Soioe cherry hps, bright eyt'S, aod well cut noses. 

And when again the city of my birth 
Was gladdened with my presence, then again 
The skies were blue and starry, and the earth 
Covered witli snow and frost work ; but the reign 
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Of love imchangBable and burning paeaion, 
Waa soon forgotten in Ihe rounds of fashion. 

I often see her in the bright saloon. 
And sometimes turn her in the gay cotillion; 
But all in vain, for she must marry soon, 
With ber old, ugly, crabbed, half a loiljon ; 
We meet like strangers sileut and unmoved, 
Without a glance to tell that we have loved, 

Mary ! my love was centred all in thee, 

With thought of thee my every hope was blended ; 

But, as the aliadow flits along the sea, 

My dream has vanislied, and my vision ended ; 

And when thy loyer leads thee to the altar. 

My cheek shall never blanch, nor my voice fidtor. 

I hope that heaven may crown thy life with joys, 
I hope, sincei'ely, as a friend or brother. 
That many curly-headed girls and boys 
May in due time appear to call thee mother ; 
I hope, besides, that all of them may be 
More true in faitli, than thou hast been to me. 

Farewell ! my life may weai- a careless smile. 
My lips may breathe the very soul of lightness, 
But the touched heart must deeply feel the while. 
That life has lost a portion of its hrighmess ; 
And woman's love shall never be a chain, 
To bind me to its nothingness again ' 
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A HEALTH. 

BY EDWAIUD "c. PINKNET. 

I FILL this cup to one made up of lovelineas alone, 
A woman, of her gentle sex the seeming paragon ; 
To wliom the better elements and kindly stars have 

A ibrm so ftur, that, like the air, 't ia less of eaith 
than heaven. 

Her every tone ]s music's own, like those of m'oni- 

ing birds, 
And something more than melody dwells ever in 

her words ; 
The coinage of her heart arc they, and from her 

lips each flows 
As one may see the burdened bee forth issue from 

the rose. 



Affections are as thoughts to her, the t 

her houra ; 
Her feelings have the fi'agrance andthefi-eshnessof 

young flowers ; 
And lonely passions changing oft, so All her, she 

appears 
The image of themselves by turns — tlie idol of past 
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TO A CHILD. 1C3 

Of lier bright face one glance will trace a pictme 

oi) the brain, 
And of her voice in echoing hearts a sound must 

long remain J 
But inemoi7 such as mine of her ho very much 

endeara, 
When death is nigh, my latest sigh will not he life's, 

but hera. 

I fill this cup to one made up of loyelineaa alone, 
A woman, of hor gentle sex the seeniing paragon — 
Her health ! and would on earth there stood some 

more of such a frame, 
That life miglit be all poetry, and w 



TO A CHILD. 



Things of high import sound I in thine e; 

Dear child, though now thou mayest 
their powei'. 
But hoard them up, and in thy coming yei 

Forget them not; and when eartli's 

A talisman unto thee ehall they he, 
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To give thy weak ai'm strength, to make thy dim 

Seek Tkotb — tliat pure, celestiul Truth, whoso 
birth 
Was in the heaven of heavens, clear, sacred 

In reason's light. Not oft she visits earth ; 
But iier majestic port the williiig mind, 
Through faith, may sometimes see. Give her thy 

Nor fiiint, though error's surges loudly 'ganst ihee 
roll. 

Be FREE — not chiefly from the iron chain, 
But fiom the one which passion forges ; be 

The master of thyself! If lost, regain 
The rule o'er chance, i 

Trample thy proud lusts 
And stand erect, as for a 

Seek Virtue. Wear her armor to tine fight ; 

Then, as a wrestler gathers strength fi-om strife, 
Shalt thou be nerved to a more vigoi-o«s might 

By each contending, turbulent ill of life. 
Seek Virtue ; she alone is al! divine ; 
And, liaving found, be strong in God's own strength 
and thine. 
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HYMN OF NATURE. 105 

Truth — FasEDOM — Viet he — these, dear cLild, 
have power, 
If rightly cherished, to uphold, sustain, 
And bleas thy spirit, iu ita darkest hour : 

Neglect them — thy celeetial gifts are vain — 
In dust shall thy weak wing be dragged and soiled ; 
Thy soul be crushed 'neath gauds for which it 
baaoly toiled. 



HYMN OF NATURE. 



God of the earth's extended plains ! 

The dark green fields contented lie : 
The mountains rise like holy towers, 

Whei'e man might commune with the sky 
The tall cliff challenges the storm 

That lowers upon the vale below, 
Where sliaded fbunt^ns send their streamB, 

With joyous music in their flow. 

God of the dark and heavy deep! 

The waves lie sleeping on the sands, 
Till the fierce trumpet of the storm 

Hath simimoned up their thundering bands ; 
Then tlie white sails are dashed like foam, 

Or hurry, trembling, o'er ilie seas. 
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Till, calmed by thee, the sinking gale 
Serenely breathes, Bepart in peace. 

God of the forest's solemn shade! 

The grandeur of the louely tree, 
That wi'estles singly with the gale, 

Lifts up adniirlcg ayes to tlioe ; 
But more majeatic fiir they stand, 

When, side by side, dieir ranks tliey form 
To wave on high their plumes of green, 

And fight their battles with the storm. 

God of the light and viewless tur! 

Where summer breezes sweetly flow, 
Or, galJieriug in their angry might. 

The fierce and wintry lempesis Mow ; 
All— from the evening's plaintive sigh, 

That hardly lifts the drooping flower, 
To the wild whirlwind's midnight cry — 

Breathe foith the language of thy power. 

God of the fiur and open sky ! 

How gloriously above us springs 
The tented dome, of heavenly blue, 

Suspended on the rainbow's rings! 
Each brilliant star, that sparkles thi'ough, 

Each gilded cloud, that wanders free 
In evening's purple radiance, ^ves 

The beauty of its praise to thee 
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THE LITTLE BEACH BIRD, 

God of t!ie rolling orbs above ! 

Thy name is written clearly bright 
In the warm day's imvarying blaze. 

Or evening's golden aiiower of lighL 
For every fire that fi»nia the sun, 

And every spark that walks alone 
Around the utmost verge of heaven. 

Were kindled at thy burning throne. 

God of the world ! the hour must come, 

And nature's self to dust return ; 
Her crumbling altars must decay ; 

Her incense fires shall cease to bum ; 
But still her grand and lovely scenes 

Have made man's warmest praises flow ; 
For hearia grow holier as they trace 

The beauty of the world below. 



THE LITTLE BEACH BIRD. 

Thow little bird, thou dweller by the sea, 
Why takest thou its melancholy voice ? 
Why v/ith that boding cry 
O'er the waves dost thou fly ? 
O, rather, bird, with me 
Through the f^r land rejoice ! 
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163 THE LITTLE BEACH BIRD. 

Thy fljttuig form comes gboEtly dim and pale, 
Aa driven by a beating stonn at sea ; 
Tby cry is wealt and scared. 
As if tby mates had shared 
The doom of us. Thy wail— 
What does it bring to nie ? 

Thou callest along the sand, and haunt«st the surge 
Reslleaa and sad ; as if, in strange accord 
With motion, and with roar 
Of waves that drive to shore, 
One spirit did ye urge — 
The Mystery— the Word. 

Of thousands thou, both sepulchre and pall, 
Old Ocean, art! A requiem o'er the dead, 
From oat thy gloomy cells, 
A tale of mourning tells — 
Tells of man's wo and fali, 
His sinless glory fled. 

Then turn thee, little bird, and take iby flight 
Where the complaining sou shall sadness bring 
Thy spirit never more. 
Come, quit with tne the shore, 
For gladness and the light, 
Where birds of summer eing. 
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MORNING AMONG- THE HILLS. 



A NiQHT hail passed aw3,y amottg the hills, 
And now the fii'st faint tokens of the dawn 
Showed in the east. The bright and dewy stai", 
Whose mission is to ushor in tho mom, 
Looked through the cool nir, like a blessed thing 
In a far purer world. Below there lay 
Wrapped round a woody mountain tranquilly 
A misty cloud. Its edges caught the light, 
That now came up from out the unseen depth 
Of the full fount of day, and they were laced 
With colors ever-brightoning. I had waked 

From a long sleep of many changing dreams, 
And now in the fresh forest air I stood 
Neired to another day of wanderiHg. 
Before me rose a pinnacle of roclt. 
Lifted above the wood that hemmed it in. 
And now already glowing. There the beams 
Came from the far horizon, and they wrapped it 
In light and glory. Round its vapory cone 
A crown of far-diverging rays shot out, 
And gave to it the semblance of an altar 
Lit for tlie worship of the undying flame, 
That centred in the circle of the sun. 
Now coming from the ocean'a fethomleaa caves^ 
Anon would stand in solitary pomp 
Above the loftiest pealts, and cover them 
15 
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170 MOllNtNO AlHONO THE HILLS 

With splendor aa a garmeut. Thlthorwai'd 
I bent my eager steps; and through the gi-ove 
Now dark as deepest night, and thickets hung 
With a rich harvest of unnumbei'cd gems, 
Wtdting the clearer dawn to catch the hues 
Slrod from the starry fringes of its veil 
On cloud and mist and dew, and backward thrown 
With undiminished beamy, on I went 
Mounting with hasty foot, ami thence omer^ng 
I scaled that rocky steep, and there awtdted 
Silent the full appewing of the sun. 

Below there lay a far extended sea 
Rolling in feathery waves. The wind blew o'er it, 
And tossed it round the high ascending racks. 
And swept it through the half hidden forest tojis. 
Till, like an ocean waking into sioi-m, 
It heaved and weltered. Gloriously the light 
Crested its billows, and those craggy islanda 
Shone on it like to palaces of spar 
Built on a sea of pearl. Far overhead 
The sky without a vapor or a stain, 
Intensely hhie, even deepened iato purple, 
Where nearer the horizon it received 
A tincture from the mist that there dissolved 
Into the viewless air, — the sky hent round 
The avrful dome of a most mighty temple 
Built by omnipotent hands for nothing less 
Thau infinite worship. There I stood in silence — 
I had no words to tell tiie minj 
Of wonder and of joy, that the 
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iKd THE HILLS. 171 

Even with a whirlwind's rash. So heautiful, 
So hrighl, so g-loriouH ! Such a majesty 
In yon pure vault! So many dazzling tints 
In yonder waste of waves, — so lilte the ocean 
With its uDnumbered islands there encircled 
By foaming surges, that the mounting eagle. 
Lifting his feailesa pinion through the clouds 
To bathe in purest sunheams, seemed an ospray 
. Hovering above his prey, and yon tall pines, 
Their tops half mantled in a snowy veil, 
A frigate witli full canvass, bearing on 
To conquest and to glory. But even these, 
Had round them something of the lofty air 
In which they moved ;— not like to things of earth, 
But heightened, and made glorious, as became 
Such pomp and splendor. 

Who can tell the brightness, 
That every moment caught a newer glow ; 
That circle, with its centre like the heart 
Of elemental fire, and spreading out 
In floods of liquid gold on the blue sky 
And on the opaline waves, crowned with a rainbow 
Bright as the arch that bent above the throne 
Seen in a vision by the holy man 
In Patmos ! Who can tell how it ascended. 
And flowed more widely o'er that lifted ocean 
Till instantly the unobstructed sun 
Rolled up his sphere of fire, floating away — 
Away in a pure ether, far from earth. 
And all its clouds, — and pouring forth unboimded 
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172 MOSSING AMONG THE IHLL3. 



His arrowy brightness ! From that burning centre 
At once there ran along tie level line 
Of that imagined eeo, a stream of gold— 
Liq^uid and flowing' gold, that seemed to tremble 
Even with a furnace of heat, on to the point. 
Whereon I stood. At once that sea of vapor 
Parted away, and melting into air 
Rose round me, and I stood involved in Ughtj 
As if a flame had kindled up, and wrapped me 
In its innocuous blaze. Away it rolled. 
Wave afl;ei' wave. Then climbed tlie highest rocks, 
Poured over them in surges, and then rushed 
Down glens and valleys, like a wintry torrent 
Dashed instant to the plain. It seemed a moment. 
And they were gone, as if iJie touch of fire 
At once dissolved them. Then I found myself 
Midway in air ; — ridge after ridge below, 
Descended with their opulence of woods 
Even to the dim seen level, where a lake 
Flashed in the sun and flom it wound a line, 
Now silvery bright even to the ferthest verge 
Of the eiicncling hiils, A waste of rocks 
Was round mc~but bciow how beautiful, 
How rich the plain — a wilderness of groves 
And ripening harvests ; while the sky of June-^ 
The soil blue sky of June, and the cool air, 
That malces it then a luxury to live, 
Only to breathe it, and the busy echo 
Of cascades, and the voice of mountain brooks, 
Stole with such gentle meanings to my heart, 
That where I stood seemed Heaven. 
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TO A LADY. 



Good nigM'. — good night! how from my heart 

Gushes ihe prayer — good night! 
O ! that a poet had but part 

In some great Spirit's might ; 
That witii the swelling of liis ]ove 

His power might hold increiee; 
So he might spread thy couch above 

A firmament o; 



So he might pour refreshing sbowers 

Of dreamy blessings o'er thee ; 
And lift sweet Fancy's store of flowers 

And breaths of heaven before thee; 
Making the night's dull glance to give 

The light of Hope's bestowmentsj 
And quick'ning years of joy to Uve 

In space of flitting moments. 

Yet, no ! — he hath no spell — the lea^ 

On which his power is writ, 
But g^veth him to chase a grief 

When happier thoughts were fit; 
Wiien life's sad follies and dark ire 

O'ei-cloud ^miliar eyea. 
To light his torch ai Nature's fire 

And bid iier incense lise. 
i5« 
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174 THE IITTIE FOOT. 

A heaven of heart so pure as thine 

His reaching shades might dimj 
The love that is thy Spirit's shrine 

Were echoleaa to him ; 
A will more strong than his is forth 

To guard thee and to biess, 
Which canopies with goodlier worth 

The couch thy cheek shall press. 

Then hie thee to thy rest, loved one, 

Wearied with paina of earth ; 
And when the morrow's golden Sun 

Gives out his good aad mirth. 
So mayst thou rise, to share the wenliii 

Poured down in his wai'm light j 
And cheerfiilness aad Seraph health 

Be over tliee — good night! 



THE LITTLE FOOT. 

BT HANNAH F. QOni.U. 

Mt boy, as gently on my breast, 
From infant sport, thou aink'st to rest ' 
And on my hand I feel thee put. 
In playful di-eams, thy little foot. 
The thrilhng touch sets every string 
Of my full heart to quivering ; 
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For, ah ! I think, what ehai-t can show 
The ways through which this foot nofty go ? 

Its print will be, in childhood's hours, 
Traced in the garden, round the flowera ; 
But youth will bid it leap the rills, 
Bathe in. the dew on distant hills, 
Roam o'er the vales, and venture out 
When riper years would pause and doubt. 
Nor brave the pass, nor try the brink 
Where youth's unguarded foot may sink. 

But, what, when manhood tints thy cheek, 
Will be the ways this foot will seek ? 
la it to lightly pace the deck. 
Helpless, to slip from off the wreck ? 
Or wonder o'er a foreign shore, 
Returning lo thy home no more, 
ITuiil the bosom now thy pillow. 
Is low and cold beneath the willow ? 

Or, is it for flie battle-plain, 

Bemde the slayer and the slain 7 

Will there its final step be taken ? 

There, sleep thine eye no more to waken ? 

Is it to glory or to shame — 

To sully, or to gild thy name ? 

Is it to happiness or wo 

This Utile foot is made to go? 
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?6 THE DYING SroHM. 

But wlieresoe'er its lines may fall, 
Whether in cottage or in hall ; 
O, may it ever shun the ground 
Where'er his fciot was never found, 
Who, on his path of life, hath shed 
A living light, that all may tread 
Upon his earthly steps ; and none 
E'er dash Biefoot against a stone ! 

Yet, if thy way is marked by (htc. 
As, guilty, dark and desolate; 
If thou must float, by vice and crime, 
A wreck, upon the Etreani of time! 
Oh ! rather than behold ihat day, 
I'd know tliia foot, in lightsome play. 
Would boimd, with guiltless, infant gle* 
Upon the eod that si 



THE DYING STORM. 



I AM feeble, pale and vpeary. 

And iiiy winga are nearly fuiied ! 

I have caused a scene so dreary, 
I aiw glad to quit the world I 

With bitterness I'm thinking 
On tlie evil I have done, 
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THE DYISO STOEltt. 

And to my caverns sinking 
Vtom tlie coming of the sun. 

The heart of man will sicken 

In that pure and holy light. 
When he feels the hopes I've stricken 

With an everlasting blight ! 
For widely, in my madness, 

Have I poured abroad my wrath ; 
And, changing joy to sadness. 

Scattered ruin on my path. 

Earth shuddered at my motion. 

And my power in silence owns ; 
But tlie deep and uoubled ocean 

O'er my deeds of horror moans ! 
I hove sunk the brightest treasure ; 

r ve destroyed the fdrcst form : 
I have sadly filled my n 

And am now a dying si 



Hostt!.:[jvGoOgIf 



THE SWEDISH M1N£E. 






Thet 've borne him Trom the ghastly tomb 
Up to the blessed light of day ; 

And from his check the transient blooiD 

Of life, hath ecarcely°past away. 
Upon the stripling's tranquil cheek, 
The bloom of life doth glow, 
Like twilight's rich and rosy streak 
Upon !he Winter snow. 

There came an aged dame'; aad put away 
The dark hair, fl-om his pallid brow, 
And look ! how mournfully she doth lay 
Her tips to his pale features now. 
Methinks, some pleasant dream of yeai'B 
Long gone, comes o'er her memory ; 
For smiles gleam o'er her face, then teaia 
Gush to her aged eye, 
And mournfully and low. 
These words from her full heart o'erflow. 
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THE BWECISa MINER. 179 

' And art tiiou lying here ! 
Beauliful as Uiou wast, when Bide by side, 
Our wayward feet ranged ail the woodlands wide, 

In childliood's thoughtless glee ! 
Yes! my beloved, though gone hath many a year, 

i well remember thee I 

'Hero is the same white brow 
That won my simple heart, when life's green path 
Was all a. paradise ; methinks it hath 

Its same calm beauty yet, 
That cheek ! though death hath somewhat changed 

I aever might forget! 

' Thou wearest the red rose 
I gave thee, on that gentle summer's eve. 
When thou, all bloom and manliness, didst leavo 

Me, blushing at the door- 
Alas ! 1 little dreamed at that day's mellow close, 

My love would come no more. 

'After the rapid flight 
Of fi% years, 'tis pleasant, in old age 
To see thee, ere I end my pilgrimage. 

And now we part! Thy cell, 
The awful tomb! must shut thee from my sight, 

I join thee soon. Farewell ! ' 
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THE SHIP IS READY. 



Fare th.ee well ! the ship is ready, 
And the breeze is fi-esh and steady. 
Hands are fast the anchor weighing ; 
High in air tlie streamer 's playing. 
Spread the sails — the waves are swelling 
Proudl3f round thy buoyant dweOing. 
Faie thee well ! and when at sea, 
Think of those, who sigh for tiiee. 

When from land and home receding. 
And from heai'ls, that ache to bleeding, 
Think ot those behind, who love thee, 
While the sun is bright abo.ye thee ! 
Then, as down to ocean glancing;, 
Willi the waves his rays arc (lunoingj 
Think Jjow long the night will be 
To the eyes, that weep for thee. 

When the lonely night-iATitch keeping 
All below thee stiU and sleeping — 
As the needle points the quaiter 
O'er the wido and trackless water, 
Let thy vigils ever find thee 
Mindful of llie friends behind thee! 
Let thy bosom's magnet be 
Turned to those, who walte for thee ! 
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When, with slow and gentle motion, 
Heaves Uie bosom of tlie ocean — 
While in peace thy bark is riding, 
And the silver moon is gliding 
O'er the sky with tranquil splendor. 
Where the shining hosts attend her ; 
Let the brightest visions be 
Country, home and friends, to thee ! 

When the tempest hovers o'er thee. 
Danger, wreck, and death before lliee. 
While tlie sword of fire is gleaming, 
Wild the winds, tlie torrent streaming, 
Then, a pious suppliant bending, 
Let thy tlioughts to heaven ascending 
Reach tlie mercy seat, to be 
Met by prayers that rise for thee ! 



LINES. 
CAN UNDERSTAND THBM, 



The song that o'er me hovered 

In summer's hour, in summer's hour. 

To day with joy has covered 

My winter bower, my winter bower. 

Slest be tho lips that breathe it, 

Ah mine have been, as mine have been, 
16 
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When pressed, in dreams, beneath it, 
To here unseen, to hers unseen. 

And may her heart, wherever 

lis hope may be, its hope may be. 

Beat happily, though never 
To beat for me, to beat for me. 

Is she a Spirit, given 

One hour to earth, one hour to earth, 
To bring me dreama from heaven. 

Her place of birth, her place of birrfi ? 
Or minstrel m^den, hidden 

Like cloistered nun, like cloistered nun, 
A bud, a flower, forbidden 

To air and sun, to air and sun ? 
For had I power to summon 

With harp divine, with harp divine. 
The Angel, or the Woman, 

The last were mine, the last were mine. 

If earth-bom Beauty's fingers 

Awaked the lay, awaited the lay. 
Whose echoed music lingers 

Around my way, around my way ; 
Where smUea the hearth she blesses 

With voice and eye, with voice and eye ? 
Where binds the Night her tresses. 

When sleep is nigh, when sleep is nigh ? 
Is fashion's bleak cold mountain 

Her bosom's throne, her bosom's throne ? 
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Why ask ? why seek a treasure, 

Like her I sing, hke her I ang ? 
Her name nor pain nor pleasure 

To me should bring, to me should bring. 
Love must not grieve or gladden 

My thoughts of snow, my thoughte of snow, 
Nor woman sooihe or sadden 

My palli below, my path below. 
Before a worldlier allur 

I 've knelt too long, I 've knelt too long, 
And if my footsteps falter, 

' T is but in Bong, 't is but m song. 

Nor would I hreak the vision 

Young fimcina frame, young foacies frame, 
That lights with stars elysian, 

A poefs name, a poet's name ; 
For she, whose gentle spirit 

Sudi drcaina sublime, such dreams sublime, 
Gives hues they do not merit 

To sons of rhyme, to sons of rhyme. 
But place the proudest near her, 

Whate'er his pen, whate'er his pen, 
She' 11 say, (be mute who hear her,) 

' Mere mortal men, mere mortal men ! ' 

■ Yet though unseen, imseehig, 

We meet and part, we meet and part. 
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Bo still ray worshipped Being, 

In mind and lieart, in mind and heart. 
And bid thy song that found me — 

My minstrel maid, my minstrel luaid ! 
Be 'winter's sunbeam round me, 

Aad summer's shade, and summer's she 
I could not gaze upon thee, 

And dare thy spell, and dare thy spell. 
And, when a happier won thee, 

Thus bid farewell, tlms bid farewell. 



He died not as the martyr dies, 

Wrapped in his living shroud of flaaie ; 
He fell not as the warrior falls. 

Gasping upon the field of fiune ; 
A gentler passage to the grave 
The murderer's softened fury gave. 

Rome's slaughtered sons and blazing piles 
Had tracked the purpled demon's path, 

And yet another victim lived 
To fill the fiery scroll of wrath j 

Could not imperial vengeance spare 

His fuiTOwed brow and silver hair? 

The field was sown with noble blood, 
The harvest reaped in bitter tears. 
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When rolling «p its crimson flood 

Broke tVie long gathering tide of ycai-S ; 
Ilia Jiadem was rent away 
And bcggai*s trampled on his clay. 

None wept — none pitied — they who kneit 
At morning hy the despot's throne, 

At evening daslied the laurelled bust 
And spurned the wreaths themselves had st 

The shout of triumph echoed wide, 

The self-stung reptile wriihed and died ! 



'T la to tiie pencil's magic akil! 

Life owes the power, almost divme, 
To call back vanished forms at will, 

And hid the grave its prey resign: 
Affection's eye again may tl■a<^e 

The lineaments beloved so well ; 
The speakicg look, the fbrm of grace, 

All on the living canvass dwell : 
'Tis there the childless mother pays 

Her sorrowing soul's idolatry ; 
There love can find, in after days, 

A talisman to niemory ! 
T is thine, o'er history's storied page, 
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To alied the holo-liglit of truth ; 
And bid the S(^elles of by-gooe age 

SliU flourish in immoital youth — 
The long forgotten battle-field, 

With mailed men to people forth ; 
In bannered pride, with spear and shield, 

To show the migh^ oues of earth — 
To sliadow, from the holy book, 

The images of sacred lore ; 
On Calvary, the dying look 

That told life's agony was o'er— 
The joyous hearts, and glistening eyes, 

When little ones were suffered near— 
The lips that bade the dead arise 

To dry the widowed mother's tear : 
These are tJie triumphs of the art. 

Conceptions of the master-mind; 
Time-shvouded forms to being start, 

And wondering rapmre fills mankind f 
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THE FIRST DAY OF THE YEAR. 
ADDRESSED TO Hi 



One day — it ia a Wifling theme, 

And. who would heed a day ? 
An evening's gloom, a morning's gleam, 

How soon they pass away ! 
'T is but a welcome — an adieu — 

The fairest day is gone ; 
And with to-morrow's hopes in view, 

We bid the hours roll on — 
To-day like bird in tethering string, 
Witli faded eye, and folded wing, 

But like a bird in airy flight, 
With wing of power and eye of light, 
To-moiTOW heaven-ward sweeps. 

Such are the dveanis of early youth, 

Ere dimmed, by gathering feaiB ; 
The halo round the orb of Truth, 

Presages clouds and tears — 
I trust, my loved ones, still ye see 

The brightness clear and pure, 
And gloomy tlioughts that shadow me 

Unmoved I can endure — 
The vinfl, even when its prop is lost, 
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' TUB FIRST DAY OF THE YF.AR. 

Its leniirila lorn and lempest-tost, 

May shield the little flower; 
And tltus I bide the world's rude stnfe, 
That I may shield your mom of Ufe 

From sorrow's blighting power. 

'Tis sad, as yesrs grow short, to know 

Death only brings relief; 
But saddest of all eaitlily wo, 

Is childhood bowed in grief; — 
In sunny skies let fledgings fly ; 

Be prairies green and lair, 
Ere tlie young fawns come forth to try 

Their glmicing footsteps there ; 
Nature and Instinct guard the young — 
But laly from the human tongue 

Love's holy vows are given ; 
'And only human heans are filled 
With springs of Love, that, when distjUed, 

Rise to their fount in heaven. 

And thus doth feeling's signet prove 

Man's origin divine. 
When eye meets eye in trusting love, 

Wo feel the sacred sign ; 
Of life, immortal life ! how mild 

The glorious promise shines, 
Wlien the young mother- o'er her child, 
. First reads the deathless linos 
The epuit od its clay impreraes, 
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THE *IBST DAY OF THE VEAU 

And ajiswera with her warm careg^es. 

As she were feiu to bind 
Its aoul to her's ! — And this is Love^ 
'Tia prayer on earth; 'tis praise above; 

'T is God within the mind. 

And in Love's ramfi I 'II drinlc ray cup, 

Nor deem it steeped in toais, 
While fondly I ara gaviiering up 

Rich hopes for future years : 
O, I shall hear glad voices say, 

' Thy children bless thy cai-e ! ' 
These are my cherished di-earas to-day, 

And who has drearas more fair ? 
Dreaais will they prove ? — I fear it not — 
I communed with my secret tlioughl. 

Nor selfish wish was there- 
One only — and it Will endure — 
' O, k«op my deal' ones good and pure ! ' 

And Heaven will hear my prayer! 
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lacil OF THUNDliR, 



THE BlRTll or THUNDER. 



TweHly-Bighl miles (Voia the Big Slone Lalie, neat the aouroea 
iflbe St. PctBT'sRlvBr, It aduBter of am^l lakes, wponrta, lying 

»lih an OBk wood. The Dahcolaha call Ihis place The Nbh 
IF Thuhder, Bad say that lieie Thundec nas.boin. As Koii as 

It the Rtsl step placed his foot upon a hill twenty-five niliss 

me call the hill Thdn- 



'LooK, white man, well on dl around, 

These hoary oaks, those boundless plaL 
Tread lightly ; thia is holy ground — 

Here Thunder, awful spirit! reigns. 
Look on those waters fiir helow, 

So deep beneath the prairie sleeping, 
Tiie Hummer sun'a meridian glow 

Scarce warms the sands their wavea ai'o 
And scarce the bitter blast can blow 

In winter on their icy cover ; 
The Wind Sprite may not stoop bo low, 

But bows his head and passes over. 
Perched on the top of yonder pine, 

The heron's bUlow-searchuig eye 
' Can scarce his finny prey descry. 
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Gliid leaping where their colors sliine. 
Those laltea, whose shores but now we trod, 

Scara deeply on Eaitli's bosons dinted, 
Are the strong impress of a god, 

By Thunder's pant foot imprinted. 
Nay, stranger, ss I live 't is truth ! 

The lips of those who never lied 
Repeat it daily to our youth. 

Famed heroes, erat my nation's pride, 
Beheld tlie wonder ; and our sages 
Gave down the lale to after ages. 
Dost not believe ? though blooming fair 

The flowrets court tlie breezes coy, 
Though now the sweet-gross* scents tlie air, 
And sunny nature baalte in joy, 

It is not ever so. 
Come when the lightning flashes, 
Come when the forest crashes, 

When shrieks of pain and wo. 
Break on thine eai--drum thick and fast. 
From ghosta that shiver in tlie blast ; — 
Then shalt thou know, and bend the knee 
Before the angry deity. 

' But now attend, while I tmfold 

The lore my brave forefetliers taught. — 

As yet the storm, the heat, the cold, 
Tho ehan^ng seasons had not brought. 
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t!)2 THE JlIltTH OF THUNDEIt. 

Famiuc was not ; each tree and gi-ot 

Grow greener for die raiu ; 
The wanloD doe, the buMlo 

Blithe bounded on the plain. 
In mirth did maji the hours employ 

Of that eternal spring ; 
With song and dance and shouts of joy 

Did hill and valley ring. 
No death shot peaied upon the ear, 
No pdnted warrior poised the spear, 
No Btalte-doomed captive shook for fear 

No aiTow left the atiing. 
Save when the wolf to earlh was boi-ne ' 
From foeman's head no scalp was torn j 
Nor did the pangs of hate and acorn 

The red man's bosom wring. 
Then waving fields of yellow corn 
Did our blessed villages adorn, 

' Alas ! that man will never learn 

His good from evU to discern. 

At length, by furious passions driven, 

The Indian left his babes and wife. 
And every blessing God liad pven. 

To mingle in the deadly strife. 
Fierce Wrath and haggard Envy soon 
Achieved ihe work that War begun ; 
He left unsought tlie beast of chase. 
And preyed upon his kindred race. 
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But He who rules the earlh and slties. 
Who watches every bolt that flies ; 
From whom all gifts, all blessings flow. 
With grief beheld the scene below. 
He wept ; and, as the balmy sliower 

Refreshing to the ground d^cended, 
Each drop gave being to a flower. 

And all tlie hills in homage bended. 
' Alas ! ' the good Great Spirit said, 

' Man merits not the clunes I gave ; 
Where'er a hillock rears its head 

He digs his brother's timeless grave : 
To every crystal rill of water 
He gives the crimson stMi of slaughter 
No more for him ray brow shall wear 

A constant, glad, approving smile ; 
Ab no ! my eyes must withering glare 

On bioody hands and deeds of giiile. 
Henceforth shall my lost children know 
The piei'cing wind, the blinding snow ; 
The storm shall drench, the sun shall bum. 
The winter fi^eze them, each in turn. 
Henceforth their feeble frames shall feel 
A climate like their hearts of steel. 

' The moon that night withheld her light 
BylitB, instead, a lurid glare 
Illumed the sliiwj while mortal eyes 

Were closed, and voices rose in prayer. 
While the revolving stin 
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194 THE BIUTl. 

Three timea bis course might rim, 

The dreadful darknesB lasted. 
And all that time the red man's eye 
4 sleeping spu'it miglit espy. 
Upon a ti-ee top cradled high. 

Whose trunk his breath had blasted. 
So long he slept, he grew so fast, 

Beneath liis weight tlie gnai'led oak 
Snapt, ss the tempest snaps the mast. 

It fell, and Thunder woke ! 
Tlie world to its foundation shook. 
The gi'isly bear his prey fbi-sook, 
The scowling heaven an aspect bore, 
Tliat man had never seen before ; 
The wolf in terror fled away, 
And shone at last the light of day. 

' T was here he stood,; tJtese lakes attest 
Where first Waw-kce-an's footsteps prest 
About his burning brow a cloud, 

Black as the raven's wing, he wore ; 
Thick tempests wrapt him like a shroud, 

Red lightnings in hfe hand be borej 
Like two bright suns his eyeballs shone, 
His voice was like the cannqn's tone ; 
Aud, where he breathed, the land became, 
Prairie and wood, one sheet of flame. 
Not long upon this mountain hoiRht 

The first and worst of stoi-ms abode, 
For, moving in Ids fearful might, 

Abroad the God-begotten strode. 
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TO THE WITCH HAZEL. 

Afar, on youder faint Hue mound 
In the horizon's utmost bound. 
At the first stride his foot he set ; 

The jandng world confessed the shock. 
Stranger ! the track of Thunder yet 

Remains upon the hviiig rook. 
' The second step, be gained the sand 
Oa fer Superior's storm-beat strand: 
Then with his shout the concave rung, 
As up to heaven the giant spnang 

On high, beade liis are to dwell ; 
But still, of all the spoiB on earth, 
He loves the woods that gave him birth. 

Such is tlie tale our fatliers tell.' 



TO THE WITCH HAZEL. 
MrsTERioua plant ! whose golden tresses wave 
With' a sad beauty in the dying year, 
Blooming amid November's fl-ost severe. 
Like the pale corpse-light o'er the recent grave ! 
If shepherds tell us true, thy wand hath power, 
With gracious influenco, to avert the harm 
Of ominous planets, and the fatal charm 
Of spirits wandering at die midnight hour ; 
And thou canst pomt where buried ti 
But yet to me, thou art an emblem h' 
Of patient virtue, to die Christian gi^ 
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196 ILLUSTRATION OF A nOTtlUE 

Unchanged and bright, when all la dark beside ; 
Our shield fl'ojn wild temptations, and otir guide 
■a for the just laid up in heaven. 



The tender Twilight with a crimson cheek 
Leans on the breast of Eve. The wayward Wind 
Hath folded her iieet pinions, and gono down 
To shiniber by the darkened woods^the lierds 
Have left their pastures, where the Bward grows 

And lofty by the river's sedgy brink, 
And slow are winding home. Hark, from afar 
Their tinkling bells sound through the dusky glade. 
And forest-openings, with a pleasant sound ; 
While answering Echo from the distent hill, 
Sends hack the music of the herdsman's horn. 
How tenderly the trembling light yet plays 
O'er the far-waving foliage ! Day's last hlush 
Still lingers on the billowy waste of leaves, 
With a strange beauty — like the yellow flush 
That haunts the ocean, when the day goes hy. 
Mechinks, whene'er earth's weaiying troubles pass 
Like winter's shadows o'er the peaceful miml, 
T were sweet to turn from life, and pass abroad. 
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TO — 197 

With, solema footsteps, into Nature's vast 

And happy palaces, and lead a life 

Of peace, ia some green pai'adise like lliia. 

The brazen trumpet, and the loud war-drum 
Ne'er startled these groen woods : — the ra^ug aword 
Hath never gatliered its red harvest here ! 
The peaceflil Summer day hath never closed 
Around Sais quiet spot, and caught the gleam 
Of War's rude pomp ; — the humble dweller here 
Hath never left his sickle in the field, 
To slay his fellow with unholy hand, 
The maddening voice of batde, the wild groan. 
The thrilling murmuring of the dyicg man, 
And the slirill shriek of mortal agony, 
Have never broke its sabballi solitude. 



Too lovely and too early lost ! 

My memory cUngs to tliee. 
For ihou wast once my guiding-Star 

Amid the treacherous sea; 
But doubly cold and cheerless now, 

The wave too dark before, 
Since every hcacon-light is quenched 

Alone tie midnight shore. 
]7* 
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I saw thee flrat, when hope arose 

On youth's ti'iumphaiit wing, 
And thou wast loveOier tlian the light 

Of early dawning spring. 
Who then could dream, that heallb and joy 

Would e'er desert tlie brow, 
So bright witli varying lustre once, 

So diiU and cliangoless now? 

That brow! how proudly o'er It then, 

■ Thy kingly beauty hung, 
Wten wit, or eloquence or mirth 

Came burning from the tongue ; 
Or when upon that glowing cheek 

The kindling smilo was spread. 
Or tears, to thine own woes denied, 

For others' griefs were shed. 

Thy mind ! it ever was [he home 

Of high and holy thought; 
Thy Ufe, an emblem of the truths 

Tljy pure example taught ; 
When blended in thine eye of light, 

As irom a royal throne, 
Kindness, and peace and virtue there, 

In mingled radiance shone. 

One evening, when the autumn dew 

Upon the hillB was shed. 
And Hesperus far down the west 
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His acaiTy host had led, 
Tlioii saitlst, how siidly oiid how oft 

To that pi-ophetic eye. 
Visions of darkness and decluie, 

And early death were nigh. 

It was a voice from other worlds, 
Which none beside might hear; — 

Like the night breeze's plaintive lyre, 
Breathed fiiintiy ou the ear; 

It was the wumiiig kindly given, 
When blessed spirits come, 



How sadly on my spirit tlien, 

That fatal warning fell! 
But oil ! the dark reality 

Another voice may tell ; 
The quick declnie — the parting sigh — 

The slowly moving blor— 
The lifted sod— the sculptured Btone — 

The unavailing tear !— 

The amoraatli flowers tliat bloom in heaven, 

Entwine thy temples now; 
The cro^vn that shines immorlally, 

Is beaming on thy braw ; 
The seraphs round the buruing throne 

Have borne thee to thy rest. 
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aOO TUB STOliM Oif WAR. 

To dwell atnoag tho saints on high, 
Companion of the blost. 

The Bun is set in folded clouds— 

Its twilight rays are gone. 
And gathered in the shades of nigiil, 

The storm is rolling on. 
Alas ! how ill that bursting storm 

The iainthig spirit braves, 
When they, the lovely and the lost, 

Are gone to early graves. 



THE STORM OF WAR, 



O ! once waa felt ihe stonn of *var I 

It had an earthquake^ roar, 
It flashed upon the mountain height 

And smoked along ihe sljore, 
It thundered in a dreaming ear 

And up tlie Fainier sprang ; 
It muttered in a bold true heart 

And a wan-ior's harness rang. 

It rumbled by a widow's door, — 
All but her hope did fail : 

It trembled through a leafy grove, 
And a maiden's cheek was pale 
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Il H^epa upon tlie sleeping aea 

Aud waves around it liowl ; 
It strides from top to foaming top 

Out-frowning ocean's scowl. 

And yonder sailed the mercliant riiip — 

There was peuce upon her deck ; 
Her friendly fiag from the mast was torn, 

And the waters whelmed the wreck. 
But the same blast lliat bore her down 

Filled a gallant dtu'ing sail. 
That loved ihe night of hlock'nlng etorm 

And laugliod in the roaring gale. 

The Btrcnm that was a torrent onco 

Is rippled to a brook, 
The sword is broken, and the spear 

Is but a pruning hook. 
The mother chides her truant boy, 

Aud keeps him well from harm; 
While in the grove ihe happy maid 

Hangs on her lover's arm. 

Another breeze is on the sea. 

Another wave is there 
And floats abroad triumphantly, 

A banner bright and iiiir. 
And pcacefiil hands and happy hearts. 

And gallant spirits kfiep 
Each star that dedts it pure and bright 

Above the rolling deep. 
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THE LAST LEAP 

I SAW liim once before 
As he passed by tlie door, 

And aguin, 
The pavemout atones resound 
As he totters o'er tlie ground 

With his otuie. 

They say that in his prime, 
Ere the pruning Icnifo of Time 

Cut him down, 
Not a better man was found 
By the Crier on his round 

Through the town. 

But now he walliB the streets, 
And he looks at all lie meets 

So forlorn, 
And he shakes his feeble head 
That it seems as if he said, 

'They are gone,' 

The mossy marbles rest 

On the lips that he has pressed 

In their bloora. 
And the names he loved to hear 
Have been carved for many a year 

On the tomb 
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My gi-aiidmaina has said — 
Poor old kdy^ — she is deud 

Loitg ago ; 
That he had a Roman noae. 
And his cheek was hlte a ro8« 

But now his nose is thin, 
And it rests upon his chin 

Lilce a sta^ 
And a crook is in his back. 
And a melancholy crack 

In his laugh, 

I know it is a sin 
For me to ait and gi'in 

At him here, 
!!ut ihe old three cornered hat. 
And the breeches — and all tlioi 

Are so queer ! 

And if I should live to be 
Tho last leaf upon the Iree 

In tlio spring— 
Let them smile as I do now 
At llie old forsalcen bough. 

Where I cling. 
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The (leatl leaves strew the forest walk, 

And withered are the pale wild flowers; 
The frost hangs hlaek'ning on Uie stalk, 

The dew drops fell hi frozen showers. 
Gone are the Spring's green sprouting bowers 

Gone Summer's rich and mantling vines. 
And Autumn with ber yellow hours, 

On hill and plain no longer shines. 

I learned a clear and wild toned note, 

Tliat TOse and swelled from yonder tree — 
A gay bird, with too sweet a throat. 

There perched and raised her song for me. 
The Winter comes, and where is she ? 

Away— where summer wings will rove. 
Where buds are fresh, and evecy tree 

Is vocal with the notes of love. 

Too mild the breath of EoutherJi sky, 

Too fresh the flower that blushes there, 
The nortliem breeze that rusfles by 

Finds leaves too green, and buds too (air ; 
No forest tree stands stript and bare, 

No stream beneatb the ice is dead. 
No mountmn top with sleety hair 

Bends o'er the snow its reverend head. 
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Go ihei-e with all the birds, and seek 

A happier clime, with livelier flight, 
Kiss, with tlie sun, ihe evening's cheek, 

And leave me louely with the Jiight 
I'll gaze upon the cold north light. 

And mark where ali its glories shone — 
See— that it all is fidr and bright, 

Feel— that it all is cold and gone. 



THE DEAD MARINER. 



Sleep on — sleep oa — above thy corse 
The winds their sabbath keep, — 

The wave is round thee — and thy breast 
Heaves with the heaving deep ; 

O'er thee, mild eve her beauty flings. 

And there the white, gull lifts her wings ; 

And the blue halcyon loves to lave 

Her plumage ui the holy wave. 

Sleep on — no willow o'er ihee bends 

With melancholy aiv, 
No violet springs, nor dewy rose 

Its soul of love lays bare ; 
Bat tliere the sea-flower bright and young 
Is sweetly o'er thy slumbere flung ; 
■ , 18 
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a06 TIIE DE.U) MARINER 

And, like a weeping mourner fair. 
The pale flag hanga its ti-easea there. 

Sleep on — eleep on— the glittering depths 

Of ocean's coral waves 
Are thy bright urn — thy requiem 

The music of its waves ;— 
The purple gems forever bum • 
In fadeless beauty round thy urn ; 
And, pure and deep as infant love, 
The blue sea rolls its waves above. 

Sleep on — sleep on — the fearful wrath 

Of muigling cloud and deep, 
May leave its wild and stormy track 

Above thy place of sleep. 
But when the wave has sunk to rest, 
Aa now 't will murmur o'er thy breast ; 
And the bright victims of the sea 
Perchance will make their home with thee. 

Sleep on — thy corse is. fer away. 

But love bewails thee yet, — 
For thee the heai't-wrung sigh is breathed, 

And lovely eyes are wet :— ■ 
And she, the young and beauteous bride, 
Her thoughts are hovering by thy side ; 
Aa oft she turas to view witb tears 
The Eden of departed years. 
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TO THE OAUGflTER O 



TO THE DAUGHTER OF A FRIEND. 



1 PRAI thee by thy mother's face 

And by ber look and by hqr eye, 
By every decent matron grace 

That hovered round tlie resting place 
Where thy young head did lie ; 

And by tlie voic« that soothed thine ear, 
The hymn, the smile, the sigh, the tear. 

That matched thy changeful mood ; 
By every prayer thy mother taught — 

By every bleSHiiig that she sought, 
I pray thee to be good. 

Is not the nestliiig, when it wakes 
Its eye upon tlie wood aiound. 

And on its new fledged, pinions lakes 
Its taste of leaves €ind boughs and braices— 

Of motion sUght and sound, — 
Is it not like the parent ? Then 

Be like thy mother, child, and when 
Thy wine ia bold and strong ; 

Aa pure and steady be thy light — 
As high and heavenly be thy flight — 

As holy be thy song. 
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THE SEA BOY TO H 



THK SEA BOY TO HIS BARQUE. 



Glide gaily forth, my gallant barque 

Tiiy canvass proudly swell ; 
Above thee is the glorious sicy, 

Beneatli, the mermaid's cell. 
The gems of ocean court thy smile, 

Then speed thee o'er the main, ' 
Free as the Arab coursei-'a Weod 

Upon his native plain. 

The dolphin sports along thy track 

la many a graceftil bound, 
And from yon beetling cliff is heard 

The sea-gull's mournful sound : 
Thy pennon from its airy couch 

Unfolds its crimson dress, 
Then launch upon thy watery way. 

The! 



How beauteous floats thy swan like form 

Along the mighty deep. 
While the moon's rays in silent pomp 

Upon the billows sleep ! 
To rival thee, earth's loveliest charms 

In vain display their store. 
As from thy prow in sparkling gems 

The liquid treasures pour. 
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THE SEA BOY TO HIS BAE9UE. 

The br«eze is Mr, the anchor's weighed, 

And, as recedes tlie land, 
Headland and chff, in distance dim, 

Like giarit sliadows stand. 
The eagle from his ejry springs 

Amazed, in doubt, to see 
His matchless pinions first surpirased 

In strength and speed by thee. 

When from their chambers in the skiea 

The vivid lightnings flash, 
And, borne upon the whirlwind's wrath, 

The waves in fury dasb j 
With fearless steps I tread thy deck, 

Nor heed the angry storoi. 
As o'er the booming surges stall 

Thou proudly rear'st thy form. 

We go, my barque, where incense floats 

Upon the pei'fumed air. 
And from the cushioned mosque is heard 

The moslcm voico ofprayer : 
' To Allah ! ' still from ttirbaned hosia 

Resounds the solemn cry — 
' To Allah 1 ' wafted on the breeze, 

The echoing tills reply. 

F^ Venice too, with mirrored bay. 
Will meet my anxious gaze^ 

Her domes and temples glittering yet 
Beneath the noontide blaze : 
18* 
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Thoagh fiJPn her pride, her glory fled. 

Their shadows still appear, 
And fancy waites them in the Bong 

Of the merry gondolier. 

When ample treasure toil repays, 

To where Columbia's giant peaJra 

Their hoary cre^ uprear: 
Again will rise in dreamy blue 

My native landscape, fair, 
Wliile well known voices float along 

Upon the buoyant oir. 

My mother llien this form will clasp 

In rnaoy a foud cEu-eaa ; 
My aged sire with smiles and teara 

His roving sea hoy bless ; 
The loved one bound with fevra-Jike tread 

And blush my gaze to meet, 
While I inio her willing ear 

The oft pledged vow repeat/ 

And then, my barque, all perils past. 

No more we'll court the gale, 
But to the gentle south wind's breath 

Unfurl thy snow-white sail ; 
And, bound in pleasure's joyous chase. 

We'll rove the summer eea. 
Thy faithful bosom hearing still 

My sylph-like maid and me 
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'niE TOUSQ. 



THE TOUHG. 



When into dust, like dewy flowers depai-tcd, 
From our dim palha the bright and lovely fiido ; 

The felr in form — the pure — the gentle hearted, 
Whose looks within the breasta Sabbatli made ; 

How like a whisper on the inconstant wind. 

The memoiy of their voices stirs the mind! 

We hear the sigh, the song, the fitful laughter 
That from their lips, in balm, were wont to flow, 

When hope's beguiling wings they hurried after. 
And drank her siren music long ago ; 

While joy's bright harp to sweetest lays was stiaing 

And poured rich numbers for the loved and young! - 

When the cleai' stars are burning high in heaven, — 
When the low night- winds kiss the autumnal tree. 

And thoughts are deepening in the hush of even, 
How soft those voices on the heart will be ! 

They breathe of raptures which have bloomed and 

Of sorrows, by remembrance sanctified. 
Yet, when the loved have from our pathway vaa- 
What potent magic can tlioir smiles restore ? 
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212 TO A LADY FOR. A KOSEfiAY. 

Like some gny Biiii-biirst, by the tempest banislied, 
They passed in darkness — they will come no more. 
Unlike the day-beams, when tlie storm hath flod, 
No light renewed lirealts on their lowly bed! 



TO A LADY FOR A NOSEGAY. 



Who does not love a flower ? 

Its hues ave taken from the light 
Which summer 's suns fling pure and bright 

Id scattered and prismatic hues. 
That smile and shine in dropping dews ; 

Its fi'agronce from the sweetest air, — 
Its form from oil that's light and fe.ir — 

Who does not love a flower ? 

A lesson to the giver. 

Not in tie streets to bloom and shine, 
Not in the rout of noise and wine, 

Not trampled by the rushing crowd, 
Not in paved streets and cities proud — 

From danger safe from blighting fi-ee, 
Pure, eimple, artless, let it be. 

An emblem of the rfver. 
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1 BEE TilEE STILL. 



I SEE THEE STILL. 

BT CEASIiiES SFiUODE. 



Out joulhful joja we bury wiUi tliiiin.' 

I me thee sdll : 
Bememhrance, iiuthful to her trust. 
Calls thee in beauty from the duBt ; 
Thou comest in the morning light, 
ThouVtwith metbrough the gloomy night ; 
IS of old; 
lS my neck enfold, 




In every hallowed token round ; 
This little ring thy finger bound. 
This lock of hdr thy forehead ehaded, 
This silken chain by thee was braided, 
These flowers, all withered, now, like ihee, 
Sweet Sister, thou didst cull for me; 
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Tliia book was thine, here didst tliou read ; 
Tliis picture, ah ! yes, here, indeed, 
I see tiiee still. 

I see thee still : 
Here was thy summer noou's retreat, 
Here was thy favorite fireside seat ; 
This was thy chamber, here, each day, 
I sat and watched thy sad decay ; 
Here, on lliis bed, ihou last didst lie. 
Here, on tills pillow— tliou didst die : 
Dark hour ! one* more its woes unfold ', 
As then I saw thee, pale and eold, 

I see thee slill. 

I see thee slill : 
Thou art not in the giuve confined, 
Benlh cannot claim the immortal mind ; 
Let earth close o'er ils sacred trust, 
But goodness dies not in the dust ; 
Thee, O my Sister, 'tis not thee, 
Beneatli tlie coffin's lid I see ; 
Thou to a fairer laud art gone ; 
There, let me hope, my journey done, 

To see thee stilL 
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CANZONET. 



Thod ! oh tlioii, haet loved me 
When none other cared for me ; — 

When my fortune seemed eeverest, 
Kindest was tlie anile from thee I 

Yea ! ah, yes ! the lorn and lonely, 
Hollow hearts of worldlings shun ; — 

Theirs ai'e flowera of day, which only 
Open when they see the Hun : 

But, while theirs were all reposing 
1b the absence of the light,— 

Like the cereus, thine unclosing 
Gave its sweetness to the night ! 



I KNEW that we mnst part — day aiier day, 
I saw the dread Destroyer win his way ; 
That hollow cough first rang the fatal knoil. 
As on my eai' its prophet-warning ftll ; 
Feeble and slow thy once light footstep gi'ew, 
Thy wasting cheek put on death's pallid hue. 
Thy thin, hot hand to mine more weakly clung, 
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aiG LIKES 

Each sweet ' Good night ' fell fainter from thy 

Vangue ; 
J kuew that we must part — no power could, save 
Thy qiiiot goodness from an early grave ; 
Tboee eyes so dull, though kind each glanci! they 

Looking a sister's fondness to the last ; 

Tliy lips so pale, that gently pressed my cheek, 

Thy voice — alas ! tliou couJdst but try to spealt ;— 

All told tliy dgom, I fck it at my heart. 

The shaft had struck — I knew that we must pai't. 

And we have parted, Mart — Ihou art gone ! 
Gone in thine innocence, meek-suffering one. 
Thy weary spirit breathed itself to sleep 
So peacefully, it seemed a sin lo weep, 
In those fond watchers who around Ihce stood, 
And felt, even then, that God, even then, vras good. 
Lite stars that struggle through the clouds of night, 
Thine eyes one moment caught a glorious light, 
Aa if to thee, in that di-ead hour, 'twere given 
To know on earth what feith believes of Heavenj 
Then like tired breezes didst ihon sink to rest. 
Nor one, one pang the awful change confessed. 
Death stole in softness o'er that lovely face. 
And touched each feature with a newborn grace • 
On cheek and brow nneortlily beauty lay, 
And told tlmt life's poor cares had passed away 
In my lust fiour be Heaven so kind to me, 
I ask no more tiian this—to die like tliee. 
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LIKES. 317 

But we have paited, Mary — thou ait dead ! 
Oil its last reatiug-place I Md thy head, 
Then by thy coiuu-side kuelt down, and took 
A brother's fiu-ewell kiss and farewell look ; 
Those marble lips no kindred kiss returned ; 
From tboee veiled orbs no glance responsive buraed ; 
Ah ! then I felt that thou hattet passed away. 
That the sweet face I gazed on was but clay ; 
And then came Memory with her busy throng 
Of tender images, forgotten long ; 
Years hurried back, and as they swiftly rolled, 
I saw thee, heard thee, as in days of old ; 
Sad and more sad each eacred feeling grew. 
Manhood waa moved, and Borrow claimed her due ; 
Thick, thick and fiiat the bumiug tear-drops started, 
I turned away — and felt that we had parted. 

But not forever — in tlie silent tomb, 
Where thou art laid, th j kindred shall And room ; 
A little while, a few short years of pain, 
And, one by one, we'll come to thee again; 
The kind old Father shall seek out the place, 
And rest with tliee, the youngest of his race j 
The dear, dear Mother, bent with nge and grief, 
Shall lay her head by thine, in sweet relief; 
, Sister and Brother, and that faithful Friend, 
True from the first and tender to the end, 
All, all, in His good time, who placed us here, 
To live, to love, to die and disappear. 
Shall come and make their quiet bed with thee, 
19 
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SIS A MOENIKG HYMH. 

Beneath the shadow of that spreadmg tree ; 
With thee to sleep, thi'ough death's long dreamless 

With thee me up, and bles the moniing light. 



A MORNING HYMN. 



T IS the rich hour, when gladsome waters leaping, 

Smile in the beauty of the gorgeous sky ! 
When golden clouds, o'er distant BummiCa sleeping, 

Like spirit-islands, bathed in glory lie ; — 
When to the South, to swelling gem-buds given, 

Come the'bland kisses of the loving air, 
Bin;dened with balm, and wandering forth in 
heaven. 

While sounds of brooks aad birds are mingling 

Wake ! ye ibat slumber ! and a glorious vision, 

Richer than fimcy to the mind can bring, 
WUl on the observant eye in peace have risen 

Till gushes ftom the heart, Affection's spring: 
For the broad sunlight, in rich floods descending, 

Each hUl and vale paints deep in quivering gold, 
Gray light and music in one flow are blending. 

Where amber clouds their graceful skirls imfold. 
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NIOHT WINDS. 3iy 

And while from vale to vale, like incense given, 
Sounds on the breeze of morn the Sabbath hell, 

The chastened soul may lift its dream to heaven 
Till the rapt heart seems kindling in the spell ; 

While, touched with day-beams, gi'ovo, and fount 

in the soft beauty of Contentment sleep. 
How should man conquer Passion's stormy f«ver 
And driidc of peacefulaeas so pure and deep ? 

Why, when the aiitliema of the streams are swelling, 

And the freah bloasoms odorous tribute yield ;— 
When gales delicious of sweet huds ai-e telling. 

That humbly blooming, bend in every field ? — 
Why should Man's heart no pure emotions cherish — ■ 

Why should its reverence and affection die ; — 
When fi-agile birds and blossoms, bom to perish. 

Make glad the chambers of the open sky ! 



NIGHT WINDS. 

XT HENRT I/ANCE. 

Th£ rifted clouds are Rying last 
Across the moonlit sky : 

They 'turn their silver lining out' 
A moment on the eye, 

And then down to the ocean's rim 
In wild disorder pass, 
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MIGHT WIN118. 

And r<)ll their thick and black'uing tolda 

Into one mighty mass. 
A single star is bright above ; 

How mild it glimmers fortli. 
While the daj'k spirit of the gale 

Sweeps from the frozen north ! 

There is a music in the wind — 

How sadly on the soul, 
Like tidings from another sphere, 

Its tones of wildness roll ; 
The rushing of the tempest's brings 

Along the altered earth, 
To what mysterious sympathies 

And passions it gives birth ! 
As if it stripped the lonely heart 

Of all its earthly ties, 
And bode it hold communion with 

The spirits of the skies ! 

The mournful music of the vcind 

At midnight's still profound. 
What buried thoughts and faded hopes 

Awaken at its sound ! 
The golden visions of the p^t. 

Now doubly bright to view— 
The dreams of glory and offame, 

We deemed would once be true ! 
They 're gone — the gilded colorings 

Of youth's unshaded day— 
And clouds instead of sunbeams &1I 

Around our lonely way I 
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THE LA31 RKaUEST. 



THE LAST REQUEST. 



Burt me by the Ocean's side — 
O give me a grave on the verge of the deep, 

Where the noble lide, 
When the sea-gales blow, my marble may sweep — 

Aud the glistering surf 

Shall bui-st oil my tiii-f. 
And bathe my cold bosom in death aa I sleep ! 

Bury rae by the sea — 
That the vesper at eve-fall may ring o'er my grave, 

Like the hymn of the beo, 
Or the hum of the shell in the silent wave! 

Or an aathem-roar 

Shall be beat on the shore 
By the storm and the surge, like a march of the 

Bury me by the deep 
Where a living footstep never may tread - 

O wake not witb sorrow the dream of the dead ' 

But leave me the dirge 

Of the breaking surge, 
And the silent tears of the sea oh my head ! 

And grave no Parian praise — 
Purple no turf for the heartless tomh— 
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333 A SEA-PIECE. 

And burn no iioly blaze, 
To flatter the awo of its solemn gloom ! 

For the holier light 

Of the stai--eyed night, 
And the violet morning my rest will illume: 

And honoi-s, more dear 
Than of sorrow and love, shall be strevra. on my c 

By the young gj-een yeai", 
With its fragrant dews and its crimson array— 

O leave me to sleep 

On the verge of tlie deep, 
Till the sky and the seas shall have past away ! 



A SEA-PIECE. 

A HOLT stillness, beautiful and deep, 

Reigns in the air and broods upon the ociain ! 

The worn-out winds are quieted to sleep, 
And not a wave is lifted into motion. 

The sea-bird skims along the glaaay tide, 

Witfi sidelong flight and wing of glancing wBita- 

Or floats upon the sea outstretching- wide — 

A sJieet of gold beneath the noonday's brightneffl. 

The fleecy clouds hang on the deep blue sky. 
Into fantastic shapes of beauty moulded j 
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Beaching above each other, broad and high— 
The dazzling sunbeaois in liieir bosoms lolded. 

It Bcems as if the burning clieek of day 

Were placed upon the ocean's noiselees pillow ; 

And both in harmonising slumber lay, 

Stirred by no cooling breeze or rippling billow. 

How at an hour like tliis the dreaming mind 
Partakes the riuiet that ia shed around us ; 

As if the Power that stilled the restlees wind. 
With the same soothing influence had bound ua . 



BY ST. eEOItOE TUCSEB. 

Days of my youih, 

Ye have glided away ; 
Htursofmy youth. 

Ye Me frosted and gray : 
Eves of my youth, 

Your keen sight is no more : 
Cheeks of my youth, 

Ye are fiirrowed all o'er : 
Strength of my youth 

AU your vigor is gone: 
Thoujjhte of my youth, 

Youi- gay visions are flown. 



Hostt!.:[jvGoOgIf 



Days of my youth, 

I wish not your recall ■ 
Hiurs of my youth, 

I'm content ye should fail: 
Eyes of my yoiilh, 

You mach evil have seen; 
Cheeks of my youth. 

Bathed in tears have you Ijeeni 
Thoughts of my youth, 

You have led me astray • 
Strength of uiy youth. 

Why lament your decay? 

Days of my age, 

Ye will shortly be paBI : 
Pains of my age. 

Yet awhile can ye last: 
Joys of my age, 

la true wisdom delight; 
Eyes of my age. 

Bo religion your light- 
Thoughts of my age, 

Dread ye not the cold aod. 
Hopes of my age, 

Be ye fixed on your Oad, 
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THE LOST AT S 



THE LOST AT SEA. 



Wife, who ia thy deep devotion 

Puttest up a prayer for one, 
Sailing on the etormy oceBU, 

Hope no more— his course is done. 
Dream not, when upon thy pillow, 

That he slumbers by thy side ; 
For hiB corse beneath the billow 

Heaveth with the restl^s tide. 

Children, who as sweet flowers growing, 

laugh amidst the Borrowing rains, 
Know ye many clouds are throwing 

Shadows on your sire's remoins? 
Where the hoarso gray surge is rolling 

With a mountain's motion on, 
Dream ye that ita voice ia tolling 

For your fiither lost and gone ? 

When the sun looked on the water, 

As a hero on his grave, 
Tinging with the hue of slaughter 

Every blue and leaping wave. 
Under the majestic oc«an, 

Where the giant currents rolled. 
Slept thy sire without emotion 

Sweetly by a beam of gold. 
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And the violet sunbeaniB slanted, 

Wavering through the crystal deep, 
TO! their wonted splendors haunted 

Those shut eyelida in their sleep. 
SandB, like crumbled alver gleaming, 

Sparkled tlirough his raven hair ; 
But the sleep that knows no dreaming, 

Bound hhii iQ its silence there. 

So we left him; and to tell thee 

Of our sorrow and thine own, 
Of the wo that then befell thee 

Come we weary and alone. 
That thine eye is quickly shaded. 

That thy heart blood wildly flowa. 
That thy cheek's clear hue is faded, 

Arc the fruits of these cew woes. 

Children whose meek eyes inquiring 

Linger on your mother's face, 
Know ye that she is expiring 

That ye are an orphan race ? 
God be with you on the morrow, 

Father, mother — both no more} 
One within a grave of sorrow. 

Que upon the ocean's floor ! 
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EETURNING A STOLEN RING 



RETURNING A STOLEN RINQ-. 



Weh, laily, talte again tbe ring, 
To deck that lily hand of thine, 
And with it take, the gift I brin^, 
To lay on beanty'a golden shrine. 

With every joy and pleasure gay. 
May all thine hours roll swift along. 
And life in beauty glide away, 
Like the rich cadence of a song. 

May friendship shed its genile rays, 
To malce the patb before thee hiiglit ; 
And lo¥e serenely gild thy daj^ 
With a more deep and brilliant light. 

And in that fUtiire happy time, 
Thine earlier Mends perchance forgot, 
Say wilt thou read thjs careless rnynie, 
And him who wrote remember not? 

Remember not! and can it be 
That joyous memories ever die ? 
That all my heart can feel for thee 
Is but a lightly whispered righ ? 
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Ay, it is written on our lot. 
That lot so vaiied, dark aiid strange, 
To meet, to poas and be forgot, 
In painful and perpetual change. 

But dash this idle gloom away, 
And be again the gay and free ; 
Thou must not to thy dying day 
For^t this stolen ring and me ! 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP. 



The birds, when winter shades the sky 

Fly o'er the seas away. 
Where kughing islos in sunshine lie, 

And summer brec/es play : 

And thus the friejida that flutter near 
While" Ibrtune's sun is warm. 

Are startled if a eloud appear. 
And Sy before the stortn. 

But when from winter's howling plains 

Each other waa'bler 's past, 
The little snow bird still remains, 

And cherups midst the blast. 
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LoTBj like that bird, when fviendaliip's throng 

With ibrtuue's sun depart. 
Still lingers with its cheerful song, 

And neistles on ttie heart. 



STANZAS. 
The voice of Spring ! and blushing flowers 
Lean trembling from their seats, 
Wooing fi-om sunbeams and from stowers 
A free exchange of sweets: 
BUthe birds their matin notes prolong 
Among the cottage vines : 
And cottage childi'en !ist the song — 
Sweet incense to sweet shrines ! 
Loth to depart, the sunny Stream, 
Oft turning, glides away — 
All things of Paradise t!ie dream 
To this dim spot convey. 

Hearts! which the sweet affections bind 

With nature's purest tie, 

Where hope and faith are deeply shrined. 

Too deeply, soon to die — 

Ye love the season ! pure aa light, 

Untired the spirits play : 

Rich dreams are yours for coming night, 

And richer still for day — 
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' speed, Bpeed. my bai'k ! life's laughing scos 
Are not as false ns feir' — 
The white sail filte— cold blows the breeze 
And rocks have darkened ihere ! 



The Toice of Autumn ! ei 

The summona of decay : — 

RuBtlicg around, the yellow leaves 

Beati-ew the wanderer's way. 

No bloom or balm to cheer the hours ; 

The blithe bird sings no more : 

Hoarse brawls the stream in forest bow'rs, 

That murmured sweet before : 

Through the black woodland, dim and [lale 

The dying hills appear ; 

And hark ! the moaning night- winds wail 

The requiem of the year ! 

Hearts! where misfortune has effaced 
The sunrise beams of youth; 
And cold experience truly traced, 
' Earth is no home for truth ; ' 
Fame, frieadship, pleasure — vainly bought — 
Love — wasted to a sigh — 
Dark night descending — ere ye thought 
The gentle evening nigh : 
What hope remains? 'lone Autumn's smile 
To mourners kindly given- 
Wasted on chan^g eai'th awhile — 
Beams from unchanging heaven. ' 
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Night ! solitary night ! 
Sleep on ihe weary, pleMant dreams for wo, 
On the worn heart b freshness and delight, 

Dost ihou bestow: 

Birds on the sheltering nest, 
Young flowers unfolded to the dewy air. 
And thought ascending to the worlds of rest. 

Thy sway declai'e. 

With thee a shadowy band. 
Rise like remembered music on our ears, 
And vanished hope, whose arch of promise spanned 

Tiie coming years. 

Night ! solitary night ! 
Bards of undying fame and power aro thine, 
Shedding rich gleans of intellectual light 

Around tiy shrine : 

Oh, how Wert thou adored, 
When the Chaldean read tiiy bright array. 
And science through the starry maze explored 

Her radiant way ! 

Awak'nar of high thought; 
And passion struggling with the solid earth! 
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TO A FRIEND 



By ihee inaiikiiid are eloquently laught 
Tlieir primal wortn. 

Niglit ! solitary night ! 
Immortal [lagesj glowing with deep song, 
And minds inspired ontwinging human flight 

To thee belong ! 



TO A FRIEND. 

Fareweli. ! perchance we meet no mo 

Upon this dreary eai-th ; 
Fill up ! for pairing hours should be 

The tempest-time of mirth; 
Too soon they '11 puss, and wearuiess 

Clhig to this heart and thine — 
So let UB tinge tlie coming cloud 

With the rosy flash of wine. 

Thou just one ! in thy spirit 

The ancient spirit bunts ; 
Its truth, its courage, and its faith 

Beam from thine eye by turns ; 
I throw me on thy trusting breast 

And starts the unbidden tear — 
A tribute on the unsulhed shrine 

Of thy affection here. 
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Thej told thee I was atera and cold, 

And Lade thee tum away 
Prom one hy his own feeling doomed 

To -wither and decay — 
Fools ! little know they that the heart 

Now throbbing 'gainst thine own 
Resigns its ciiadd to pride — 

To tenderness its throne. 

Fill up ! and when the golden wine 

Touches the sparkling brim, 
We 11 drink the memory of that star 

Whose light grew early ^m ; 
Onr friend— our brother— he who reits 

On the fer Tndiao shore — 
His cheerful smile and manly song 

Can gladden us no more. 

Peace to hia ashes ! o'er his grave 

The sereamiiig sea-bird wheels ; 
The silver wave, with timid step, 

To kiss ils bosom steals. 
The spiey winds moan over it 

A sadly musical strain 

But fill ! here 'e the name of Miubr - 

Once more — again — agiun! 

Alas, alas, that Memory 

Should be still in love witli Wo ; 
That her bi'ightest glances linger 
it spots below , 
30* 
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4 THE BILLET DOrX. 

Look oa her storied taMet — 
The page thy soul reveies — 

Doth it tell of stoi-m or sunshine ? 
Of smiles or hitter tews ? 

Faj-ewell ! perchance we meet no more 

ITpoQ this dreary earth ; 
Fill up ! for parting hours should be 

The tempest-lime of mirth; 
Be there one word for a talisman 

Fore 'er "twixt thee and me — 
A Gpell to conjure pleasant dreams — ■ 

That word ia 'Corstamcy.' 



THE BILLET-DOUX. 
In ages long past, when the Puphian bower 

Was dear to the Graces, and sacred to Love, 
With wings like a zephyr's, from flower to flower, 

Thei-e moved in its shadows a beautiful dove. 
And over the pillow of Cupid was hoard 
At mom and at evening the song of his bird. 

But Cupid, who fled from the side of his mother. 
To rove with lanthe and play with her haii-, 

Commifting one negligence after another, 
Was banished a season from Paphos the ftir. 

' Temptation avoid ! ' cried the goddess— Love heard 

And fled, but lanthe protected his bird. 
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With. Reason to tutor him into his duty, 
His plumage all clipped, (for he strove to be free,) 

They carried him fEir from tl»e bower of beauty, 
To where a dark island arose on the sea. 

LoTe wept, for no longer, to soothe him, he heard 

latidie'a soft voice or the song of his bird. 

One eve, as tliey gazed on the day that was dying', 
From (he western pavilioite of crimson and blue, 

The silver-winged dove thiough the suueet came 
, fiyiugi 
And bore from lanthe a liind billet-doux. 

JJoih snatched at the darling, but said not a word 

While Love got the letter, and Reason the bird. 



'Tis the season of tender delight, 

The season of fresh-springing flowers; 
The green earth is covered with spangles of white. 

And Love leads the rapturous hours. 
Glad Nature is loud in her transport of pleasure, 

The valleys and mountains reecho her lay ; 
The robin now warbles his love-breathing measure, ; 

And sealtera the bloasoms while lilting the spi-ay. 
One impulse of tenderness thrills thro' the groves, 
While the bu-ds carol sweetly their innocent loves. 
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The Westwind ' how mildly he Wows, 

What fragrance hia light piniona bear — 
He breatheB, as if fearful to brush from the rose 

The dew-drops so ti'emulous there. 
The brook flowing softly ameng the green cresses 

So lightsomely dashes their branches away, 
It seems some fond mother who while she caresses, 

Would sportfuUy cbide her young children at 
play- 
Hear the minstrel-beo lulling the blossoms to rest, 
For the neoiar he sips as the wUd-flowers guest ! 

Look OTlt then on Nature, awhile ; 

Observe her inviting thee now, — 
Seuevolence beams in her suuebiny smile, 

And blandishment sits on her brow ; — 
Come stray with me, love, where the fountains are 
flowing, 

And wild-flowers cluster to druik of the sti'eain; 
While watching tlie lily and daffodil blowing, 

ISo moment of bliss shall so exi^uisite seem- 
When Nature invites thee, oh why then delay ? 
While joy is still waking, away I love, away ! 
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THE ANNOYER 



THE ANNOYER. 



Love knoweth every form of air, 

And every shape of earth, 
And comes unbidden, every where, 

Like iJiought's mystenous bu'th. 
The moon-lit sea and the sunset sky 

Are written with Love's words. 
And jou hear his voice unceasingly, 

Like Boug in the time of birds. 

He peeps into the vrarrior's heart 

From the dp of a, stooping plume. 
And the serried spears and the many men 

May not deny him room. 
He 'Jl come to Lis lent in the weary niglit, 

And be busy in his dream ; 
And he 'Jl float to his eye in the morning light. 

Like a ray on a silver beam. 

He hears the sound of the hunter's gun, 

And rides on the echo back, 
And sighs in his ear like a sthring leaf; 

And flits in his woodland track, 
The shade of the wood and the sheen of the riv 

The cloud and the open sky — 
He will haunt them all wifli his subtle quiver, 

Like the light of your very eye. 
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■iS8 THE ANNOTBK. 

The fisher hangs over the leaning boat, 

And ponders the silver sen, 
Poi- Love is imder the surface hid, 

And a spell of thoughts has he. 
He heaves the waves like a boaom BW^et, 

And speaks in the ripple low, 
Till the bait is gone fl'om tlie crafty line, 

And the hook hangs bare below. 

He blurs the print of the schoiai-'a book, 

And intrudes in the maiden's prayer: 
And profenes the cell of the holy man, 

In the shape of a lady ftur. 
In the dai-kost night and the bright daylight, 

In earth acd sea and sky, 
In every home of the htiman thought, 

Will Lovo lie lurking nigh. 
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THE COEAL GEOVE- 



THE CORAL GROVE.— 



Deep in the wave is a Coral grove, 
Where the purple mullet, and gold-fisli rove, 
Where the sea-flower spreads Lis leaves of blue, 
That never are wet with falling dew, 
But in bright and changeful beauty shine, 
Far down in the green and glassy brine. 
The floor is of sand, like the mounttun drift, 

And the pearl-shells spangle the flinty snow ; 
From coral rocks the sea-plants lift 

Their boughs, w'here (he tides and billows flow : 
The water is calm aiid still below. 

For the winds and waves are abaent there, 
And the sands are bri^t as the stars that glow 

In the motionless fields of upper air : 
There with its waving blade of green, 

The sea-flag streams through the silent water. 
And the crimsou leaf of the dulse is seen 

To blush, like a banner bathed in slaughter ; 
There with a light and easy motion, 

The fan-coral sweeps tbrough the clear deep sea j 
And the yellow and searlet tufts of oeean 

Are bending like eorn on the upland lea. 
And life, in rare and beautiful forms, 

Ib sporting amid tlioae bowers of stone. 

And is safe, when the wrathful spirit of storms, 

Has made the top of the wave his own: 
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g'lO WE MEET ^GAiN. 

Aiid when the ship from his fiiiy flies, 

Wliere the myriad voLcea of oceaa roar, 
WliBU the wind-god frowns in tlie murky slties, 

Aiid dsijiions are waiting the wreck on siiore j 
Then lar below in the peaceful sea, 

The purple mullet, and gold-fish rove, 
Wliere the waters murmur tranquilly, 

Through the bending twigs of :he coral grove. 



WE MEET AGAIN. 



We meet again — there is no power 

To blot tlie joy of this glad bout ; 

But oft as on her welcome wings 

The hush of happy eventide brings 

The mellow notes that tune the brake. 

The glow that smooths the burnished lake, — 

Will memoiy bring — oh, not in vain, — 

This sweet fiirewcll, — we meet agiun. 

We meet agfun — those locks that flow 

O'er the broad dreamy brow below, — 

The glory of that chastened eye, 

Those love- wreathed lips,— this heartfelt sigh. 

The tokens of this hour of bliss, — 

Our melting hearts, this sacred kiBs, — 



Hostt!.:[jvGoOgIf 



Swear for me that I will not stain 
This pure &rewell, — we meet again. 

We meet again, — no lonely spot 
Can hide where you may be forgot, — 
For I will mock al fear and harm, 
At midnight spell and secret charm. 
And ti-ead ita inmost mazes through 
To bare my faithful heart to you ; — 
You may not douht this maddening briun, 
This wild farewell — we meet again. 



THE SPIRIT OF THE AIR. 



I AM the spirit of the viewless tur, 
Upon the rolling clouds I plant my throne, 
I move serenely, when the fleet winds bear 
My palace in its flight, Trom zone to zone ; 
High on the mountdn top I sit alono, 
Shrouding behind a veil of night my form, 
And when the trumpet of assault has blown. 
Career upon the pinions of the storm ; 
By me the gales of morning syreetly blow, 
Waving, along the bank, the bending flowera; 
T is at my touch, the clouds dissolving fiow. 
When flitdng o'er the sky, in silent showers ; 
I send tho breeze to play among the bowers, 
21 
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S43 THE SPIHIT OF THE AIR. 

And curt the light-green ripples on the lake ; 

I call the sea- wind in the euLtry hours, 

And all his train of gentle drs awake ; 

I lead the zephyr on the dewy lawn 

To gather up the pearls that speck it o'er, 

And when the coolness of the night hM gone, 

I send it, where ihe willows crown the shore ; 

I sit within the circle of the moon. 

When the feir planet smiles, and brightly throws 

Around the radiance of her clearest noon, 

Till every cloud, that passes by her, glows. 

When folds of fleecy vapor hang the sky. 

Borne on the night-wind through the silent air, 

And as thej float, the stars seem rushing by, 

And the moon glides away in glory there ; 

I lead the wild fowl, when his untried wing 

Boldly ascends the vernal arch of blue, 

Belbre him on his airy path I ding 

A magic Jigjit, ihat safely guides him througli ; 

When lost in distant haze, I send his cry. 

Floating in mellow tones along the wind. 

Then like a speck of light he hurries by. 

And bills, and woods, and lakes are left behind: 

When clouds are gathering, or when whirlwinds 

When Heaven is dark with storms, or brightly feir, 
Where'er the viewless waves of ether flow, 
Calm, or in tempest rolling, I am there. 
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CALM AT SEA. 



The night is clear, 

The Bkj is air, 

Tiie wave is reatiug on the oceaii j 

And &r and near 

Tiie silent air 

Just lifts the flag mlli faititeat motion. 

There is no gale 

To fiil the B^, 

No wind to heave the curling billow; 

The streamers droop, 

And trembling stoop, 

Like boughs, diat crown the weeping willow 

From off the shore 

Is heard the roar 

Of waves in softest motion rolling ; 

The twinkling stars, 

And whispering aira 

Are all to peace the heart controlling. 

The moon b bright. 

Her ring of light, 

In silver, pales the blue of Heaven, 

Or tints with gold, 

Where lightly rolled. 

Like fleecy snow, the rack is driven. 
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How calra and. clear 

The silcnlairl 

How smooth and still the glassy o 

While stare above 

Seem krops of lore, 

To light the temple of deyotioil. 



■Land of the brave! where lie inumed 
The shvouded forms of mortal clay, 
In whom the fire of yalor biimed 
And blazed upon the battle's fray : 
Land, where the gallant Spartan iew 
Bled at Thermopylce of yore. 
When death his purple garment threw 
On Helle's consecrated shore! 

Land of the Muse! within thy bowers 
Her soul entrancing echoes rung, 
While on their couree the rapid hours 
Paused at the melody slio sung — 
Till every grove and every hill, 
And every stream that flowed along. 
From moi-n to night repeated still 
The winning harmony of song. 
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Land of dead heroes! living slaves! 
Shall glory ^Id tliy ciime no more ? 
Her lianner float above thy waves 
Where proudly it hath swept before? 
Hath not remembrance then a charm 
To break the fetters and the chain, 
To bid thy chilchen nerve the arm, 
And strike for freedom once again ? 

No ! coward souls ! the light whieh shone 
On Leucli'a's war-empurpled day, 
The light which beamed on Marathon, 
Hath lost its splendor, ceased to play j 
And thou art but a shadow now. 
With helmet shattered — spear in rust — 
Thy honor but a dream — and thou 
Despised — degraded in the ditst! 

Where sleeps the spirit, that of old 
Dashed down to earth the Persian plume. 
When the ioud chant of triumph told 
How faial was the despot's doom? — 
The bold three hundred— where arc they, 
Who died on battle's gory breast? 
Tyrants have trampled on tho clay, 
Where death has hushed them into rest. 

Yet, Ida, yet upon thy hUl 
A glory shines of ages fled ; 
And lame her light is pouring still, 
Not on the living, hut the dead ! 

21* 
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But 'tis the ditQ sepulchral Ught, 
Which sheds a feint and feeble ray. 
As mooa-boains on the brow of nighl, 
When tempests sweep upon their way. 

Greece ! yet awake thee from thy trance 
Behold thy banocr waves afur ; 
Behold tho glittering weapons giance 
Aloag the gleamiug front of war! 
A gallant chief, of liigh eiiipriae, 
Is urging foremost in the field, 
Who culls upon thee to arise 
In might — in nwyesty revealed. 

In vuin in vain the hero calls — 
la vain he sounds the trumpet loud! 
His banner totters— seo ! it falls 
In ruic, Freedom's battle shrood : 
Thy children have no soul to dnre 
Such deeds as glorified their sires; 
There valor 's but a meteor's glare, 
Which gleams a moment, and expires. 

Lost land [ where genius mtide his reign, 
And reared his golden arch on liigh ; 
Where science raised her sacred lone, 
Its summits peering to the sky ; 
Upon thy clime the midni^it (loop 
Of ignorance hath brooded lon^, 
And in the tomb, forgotten, sleep 
The sons of science and of song. 
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Thy Bun hath set— the evening stoi 
Hath paaaed in ^ant fury by, 
To blast the beauty of thy form, 
And spread it9 pall upon the sliy! 
Gone is thy glory's diadem. 
And fioedom never more shall ceaf 
To pour her mournfiil requiem 
O'er blighted, lost, degraded Greec 



SONG OF THE ISEE. 

AwAi, oway, to the niisious flower 

That droops and jiines for its truant bee ; 
With beauty renewed like t!ie momiQg hour 

'Twill wait for my coming with anxious glee. 
Ah little, but little, the rose-apirit dreams 

Of tho last dear place of her wanderer's rest — 
Like the evening dew, in the moimlain streams. 

She would waste should I tell of the tuUp's breast. 
Away, away, fi>r the earliest kiss 

Must be mice from the freshest and sweetest rose ; 
Oh ! there's uought upoa eaith like the young bee'a 

When the morning rose-leaves over hitn close. 
Ilid from the beam of his rival— Sun, 

Couched in the bosom of beauty's flower, 
He rests, till its choicest tresBurcs ai-e won. 

From the scorching ray or the drenching shower 
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. LADY, WITH A WITHERED LKAF 



What ofiering can tlie minslrel bring. 
To cast upon aiFection's Bhrine? 

'T was hard thy magic spell to fling 
O'er the fond heart already ihine ! 

Thou wouldsi not prize the glittering gem, 
Thou wouMst but cast the peart away j 

For thine is now & diadem, 

Of lustre brighter &r than they 

I will not bring the spring-tide flower, 

Reposing on iis gentle leaf; 
Its memory lives but for an hour — 

I would not thint should be as brief. 



A flower that fast ia withering. 

My song! — 'lis but a mournful strain, 

So deep in sorrow's mantle clad, 
E'en echo will not wake again 



A tmt'ka'ed leaf I — nay, scorn it not, 
Nor deem it all unworthy thee ; 
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TO A LADY, WITH A WIT (IE RED LEAF. 

It grew upon a liallowed spot, 
Aud sacred is iis memory. 

J plucked it ii'om a lonely bough, 
Tliot hung above my mother'a giwoe, 

And felt, e'en thea, that ooue but thoti 
Could'st prize the gift affection gave 

She faded with the ilowers of spring, 
That o'er her lifeleSB fbi-ni were cast, — 

And when I pluclted this faded thing, 
'Twae shivering in the autumn blast. 

T was the last one ! — all— all were gone, 

Tliey bloomed not whei-e the yew trees was 
This leaf and I were left alone. 

Pale watclieirs o'er mv mother's grnvo. 

I marked it, when fiill oft I sought 

That spot so dear to matnoryj 
I lotted it — for I fondly thought. 

It lingered there to mourn with me ! 

I 'v6 moistened it with many a tear, 
I 'vo hallowed it with many a prayer : 

And while this bursting heart wna clear 
From guilt's dark stain, 1 slirined it tlwre. 

Now, lady, now the gift is Ihine ! 

Make but tliine angel heart its shrine, 
And I will kneoi and worship there' 
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